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TALES OF THE TOYS. 



CHAPTER I.— INTRODUCTORY. 



THE TURNING OUT OF THE TOV CUPBOARD. 

lURRAH ! We are going to have 
such a jolly holiday!" shouted 
Frank, suddenly bursting out of his 
imprisonment in the slate closet, to the great 
disturbance of his sisters, who were peaceably 
occupied with their lessons. 

"Frank," said Miss Watson, "I must really 
at last report you to your Papa. I do not like to 
trouble him if I can help it, but I am afraid you 
will oblige me to do so. I desired you not to 
leave the book closet until you had made up 
your mind to sit straight on your chair, and go 
through the multiplication table properly." 
"We're to go to Sandbay for a month!" 
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2 TALES OF THE TOYS. 

shouted Frank, capering about and clapping his 
hands. 

"To Sandbay, Frank! oh, how charming !'' 
cried Celia and Florry, with one voice. 

" We shall be able to collect so many shells, 
and perhaps to get some anemones!" said Celia. 

" I shall make such gardens and ovens in the 
sand !" cried Florry, opening her blue eyes as 
wide as possible. " I wonder what has become 
of my spade ? ' ' 

" ril leave Pa no peace till he takes me out 
for a sail," said Frank, whose antics had not 
yet subsided. 

" I think you have all gone suddenly mad !" 
said Miss Watson. " Celia, I am surprised at 
you ! I have ceased to hope for quiet manners 
from Frank, and Florry is so little, she scarcely 
knows better; but your giddiness is not usual." 

" I beg your pardon. Miss Watson," replied 
Celia, demurely; " only it was so nice to think 
of going to the Sea." 

" But I don't understand the matter now," 
said poor Miss Watson, looking very mystified; 
*' you knew nothing about this at breakfast, 
Frank, and how your companionship with the 



TALES OF THE TOYS. 3 

books and slates in the cupboard has enlightened 
you now, I don't know, nor can I give even a 
remote guess ! ' ' 

" Why, the store cupboard in the dining room 
is next to the book closet," replied Frank, eagerly, 
*' and just now, when I had got my hand on the 
lock of the door to come out and tell you I had 
had enough of solitary imprisoning, I heard 
Mamma come into the store cupboard (for some 
jam, I daresay ! ) and she said out loud to some- 
body, ' I mean to take the children for a month 
to Sandbay this summer!' That's what made me 
rush out to tell the girls the good news ! ' ' 

'* Well, Frank, I never believed you guilty of 
the meanness of listening before," said Miss 
Watson, rather severely. 

" I didn't listen," said Frank, rather sulkily. 

'' You can hear very plainly in the book closet. 
Miss Watson," said Celia. " When I have put 
away the books sometimes, I have heard Ellen 
laying the luncheon in the dining room from the 
store cupboard door being left open. I am sure 
we should not listen on purpose, and I don't 
think Frank could help hearing it, if Mamma 
spoke distinctly." 
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"It's very nice of you, Celia, to be always 
so ready to excuse your brother," said Miss 
Watson, " and I do believe Frank above such 
mean, dishonest habits as that; and so I suppose 
I must overlook his boisterous conduct this once, 
as the news he heard by accident seems so 
exciting to you all." 

" Oh, Miss Watson, don't you like the sea 
too?" enquired little Florry; "it's so nice to 
stand on a heap of sand and let the waves come 
round you." 

" Well, Florry," replied Miss Watson, smiling, 
" there are many more pleasant things at the sea- 
side than getting your feet wet through; but I 
suppose j^// like letting the waves chase you!" 

"Then there is the bathing," said Celia, de- 
lightedly; " I do so love a dip in the cool, green 
salt water, and the dancing about in it, and wait- 
ing for a great wave to come over one ! ' ' 

" Girls ought to learn to swim !" said Frank, 
very sententiously. "Suppose a big wave 
carried you out of your depth, and no one was 
near to fetch you out again but the old Molly 
of a bathing woman ! ' ' 

" I have not the least doubt in the w^orld, " 
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said Miss Watson, " that you will all enjoy your 
trip to Sandbay very much. But I think people 
should earn their holiday before they have it, or 
even waste much time beforehand in planning 
how to spend it. We shall get no lessons at all this 
morning if we are to be hindered like this, and 
the consequence will be, Frank, that as so often 
is the case, you will spend your playtime in 
going over them again. " 

"Suppose we all settle down steadily, " sug- 
gested sensible Celia, " and put the thoughts of 
the sea out of our minds till we have done. Look, 
Miss Watson, it only wants a quarter to one, and 
we have finished all but our copies ! " 

** There's the ' vexation ' to be got through 
first, by me at any rate, " said Frank, with a rue- 
ful air. " I wish the man who invented it had 
all the * three times ' from one to twelve printed 
on him with a cat-o'-nine tails, every time a fellow 
is forced to go through it ! " 

** When you are a rich old merchant in the City, 
Frank," replied Miss Watson, smiling," you will 
find the * vexation ' a pleasure, as you add up 
your pounds and shillings, or calculate the value 
of your cargoes ! ' ' 
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" I wonder if Sir Walter Raleigh bothered his 
head with all this rubbish," growled Frank. 
" I daresay he counted up his ingots on his fin- 
gers. Such a leader as he was nfcver wasted his 
time and trouble on the bothering old multipli- 
cation tables, / know. " 

'* Raleigh was a scholar and a poet too, 
Frank," replied Miss Watson; '* you could hardly 
have chosen a worse example of your theory. 
He was an Oriel College man, and wrote a his- 
tory of the world during his captivity in the 
Tower. He employed his imprisonment better 
than you have done, you see ! ' ' 

**I have finished my copy. Miss Watson," 
said Celia, **may I go now, please? I have 
nothing more to do until the afternoon. " 

** Yes, Celia; but, Florry, how carelessly you 
have written yours ! I am afraid the thoughts of 
going to the sea have bewildered your little head 
so, that your fingers have travelled along with- 
out any guidance, like runaway horses with the 
coachman fast asleep ! ' ' 

Florry blushed and hung her head over the ill- 
written book, and was silent, for she knew that 
she had been thinking more of the pleasure be- 
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fore her, and musing where her wooden spade 
could be, than of her lessons ; I am afraid that 
morning set a mark of** Careless! " in both Frank's 
and her score. However, school time ended at 
last, and off with a shout went Frank to hear 
all about the plans from Celia, for he had no 
doubt she had been talking the matter over with 
Mamma. Miss Watson was putting on her bon- 
net and mantle in order to return home for the 
usual weekly half holiday, when Mrs. Spenser 
entered the room. 

" I find, Miss Watson," said she, smiling, 
" that Frank's long ears have managed to catch 
what Mr. Spenser and I have been arranging 
for the summer holidays. The house is so very 
dirty and worn now, after our long residence in 
it, that we find it will be best to set about a 
thorough course of paint, paper, and white- 
wash, so that I have resolved to give the chil- 
dren a month at Sandbay during these holidays, 
which will do them all a great deal of good, I 
think." 

** I hope it will, indeed," replied Miss Watson; 
** and I am sure you will find it more agreeable 
to leave the house in possession of the work- 
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men ; all painting and papering is so un- 
pleasant to endure/' 

** Ye.s, indeed/' said Mrs. Spenser, '' I have a 
great horror of the whole operation ; and, 
besides, Mr. Spenser thinks it will be more 
thoroughly done, if everything is packed away, 
and we are all out of the house. It will be very 
pleasant to be away from the heat of town, and 
with plenty of sea breezes to freshen up the 
children. Celia, I think, is looking rather 
delicate." 

•• A little sea wind, and a few rambles on the 
vshore, will soon bring back her rosy cheeks," 
njpHed Miss Watson, shaking hands with Mrs. 
Spenser, as she took her leave. " I hope you will 
all be very much the better for the change." 

For the rest of the next week — the last but 
one before the holidays began — Binswood Villa 
was a scene of endless bustle and confusion. 
The children enjoyed it all immensely, and re- 
jolccxl secretly at the little interruptions to the 
UvSual r^)utine of their daily lessons, w^hich were 
now taken in *' pic-nic fashion," as Celia de- 
clarod^ For after the dining-room was cleared 
of its furniture, the schoolroom was obliged to 
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be used for luncheon and dinner. And at last, 
joy of joys, the schoolroom itself had to be 
partially given up, and the weather being very 
warm and dry, the last few days' school was 
held in the arbour in the garden. The children 
enjoyed the remove greatly; but Frank declared 
that it was a sore trial to Miss Watson, for she 
had earwigs up her sleeve and snails on her 
gown ! 

** I am too fond of a garden, Frank, to mind 
even these mishaps," said Miss Watson, laugh- 
ing; "and as they have not yet fallen to my 
share, I won't fear them beforehand. I think 
all the garden inhabitants recognise j^// for their 
lawful prey, for I can see a little money-spin- 
ner spider making a tour of your collar now!" 

Then there was all the packing to be done. 
Mamma very wisely got over her share of the 
business during the quiet hours when the young 
folks were at school, and, therefore, managed to 
get everything stowed away in tolerable order. 
And she found out the wisdom of her plan soon 
enough, for the confusion and trouble that 
reigned during the three days' holiday before 
they left, nearly drove poor Nurse out of her 
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senses. But at last even cdl these worries were 
happily got over, and Celiacs treasures safely 
put away, Frank's bat and bcdl and cricket- 
shoes hunted up, and Florry's missing wooden 
spade found behind the clock-case. 

Mrs. Spenser and the Nurse had the worst 
part of the business even now, in arranging and 
packing all the frocks and pinafores, socks and 
jackets in smcdl compass for their long \nsit. 
Young folks are very apt not to think of cdl 
these things, and seem to imagine that hats 
and caps, gloves and shoes grow on the bushes, 
and are produced by rain and sunshine, like the 
erarments of the flowers ! Most mothers and 
nurses could tell a ver\' different tcde ; and 
could, if they pleased, prove, that if little girls 
were as idly managed as the doll family are, life 
would not be so easy or quite so pleasant, to 
the juveniles at least. 

At last the happy day of the journey arrived, 
and the Spensers, with all their luggage, were 
safely crammed into a couple of cabs, and borne 
off' to the railwav station on their wav to Sand- 
bay. Little Flony- persisted in canying her 
precious wooden spade, for fear it should be 
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left behind, a proceeding that resulted in its 
being left in the refreshment-room at Hembeiy 
station, and only regained at the risk of Frank's 
being left behind ; and it was finally forgotten 
in the carriage when they changed at Dawlish 
junction, its little tired owner being carried fast 
asleep in Nurse's arms. And so before Papa left 
them all comfortably settled in their airy lodgings 
at Sandbay, he was obliged to take his tearful little 
girl to the one toy-shop and buy her a new one. 

"Which you gained by, Flony," remarked 
Frank; "for Pa gave you a bucket into the 
bargain ; so now you can make ovens enough 
to bake all the rolls in Sandbay !" 

And then, like a good-natured brother as he 
was, he printed Florry's name in great capital 
letters on her spade, with the name of the house 
they lived in, so that when she left it behind on 
the sands, there was a chance of its being 
brought back again. And Celia and her mother 
rambled about by the edge of the sea, and col- 
lected shells and sea-weed, or took long walks 
through the pretty country round Sandbay, till 
the rosy cheeks Miss Watson prophesied be- 
came quite Celia' s usual look. 
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Meanwhile, Mr. Spenser having seen the little 
colony comfortably established, returned back 
to town, for he was going to stay with a sister 
who lived hear his own house, in order to keep 
an occasional watch over the workmen. And 
so the town \411a, which a few hours before had 
been the scene of such confusion and bustle, — 
such noisy voices and pattering feet, — ^was left 
empt}' to the echoes and the dust which now had 
time to settle peaceably over the bare boards 
and ding}' windows. An old charwoman had 
the charge of it, and was to sleep in the kitchen ; 
but as the workmen were not to come till the 
day after, she contented herself with merely 
sweeping down the house in the afternoon, 
readv for the whitewashers next dav : and then, 
locking all up safe, with old Growler, the dog, 
inside, she set off, after an early cup of tea* to 
get in her pro^^sions for the next day. 

It was^ indeed, a chancre ! The bed-rooms 
had k>st their nice white little beds and curtains : 
the drawinsf-PDom was a dusrv^ desert, with no 
piano and no work-tables ; while the kitchen 
yawned like a gloomy cavern, stripped of its 
brisrht tins and cheerful dishes. And the dusk\' 
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shades of evening fell and wrapped it in still 
darker shadows, while the distant roar and din 
of the streets seemed to sound quite far off. 
So then the crickets, who felt sure something- 
unusual must be the matter, chirped, and made 
enquiries of each other, in the most noisy man- 
ner ; while the mice, quite enraptured with the 
quiet and vacancy, came out and had regular 
pic-nic parties all over the house. 

The furniture and packages had cdl been 
stowed away in one large room at the top of the 
house, which had then been securely locked and 
fastened. But one nook had been neglected 
in the midst of all the bustle. Busy as she had 
been with preparing the summer clothes, put- 
ting away all the winter ones, and setting aside 
all in her own particular domain, Nurse had 
utterly overlooked the old toy cupboard ! It is 
true it was now seldom used ; for even Florry 
cared little for the broken and discarded toys it 
contained, and so it was not to be wondered at 
that the old store of rubbish had not been 
remembered. Some officious person had un- 
latched the door and left it ajar, and a good 
blast of wind in the afternoon, when old Mrs. 
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Davis set the window open first, had pushed it 
quite back, though she had not observed the fact 
when she closed the nursery windows before she 
left. On the floor lay a heap of old leaden tea- 
things, mixed up with some of the inhabitants 
of a battered Noah's Ark which lay empty on its 
side on the top shelf Several old marbles were 
nestled cosily up in an old toy kitchen which had 
been turned upside down to receive them. A 
humming-top, whose key had departed, lay side 
by side with a shuttlecock that had been shorn 
of half its feathers. The skipping-rope had be- 
come hopelessly entangled with the tail of the 
kite ; the hoop had hung itself round the neck 
of a very ancient rocking-horse, whose mane and 
tail had long disappeared; to add to its mis- 
fortunes the poor animal now lacked the whole 
of one leg, and part of another, and being past 
mending, it had not seen daylight for a long 
while. A doll, with one arm, and whose bland, 
faded face had lost all expression with her 
missing eyes, presided in a solemn manner over 
the whole. The shelf above was empty, with 
one exception, for on it lay a very large ball, 
made of leather in many pieces, carefully joined 



TALES OF THE TOYS. I5 

together. Why it had been placed in the old toy- 
cupboard was a mystery, for it seemed nearly 
new from the brightness of its colours and the 
full roundness of its form. That it was gifted 
with more strength and vitality than its com- 
panions was evident enough, for it gave a violent 
roll on the shelf, and then bounded suddenly 
down into the midst of its companions. 

** And so we'^ve got a holiday at last," said 
the Ball, with a lively frisk as he spoke. 

*'0h! don't be so rough," faintly shrieked 
the Doll; "you have almost taken away all the 
little breath I had left ! " 

"I'll fan you with the greatest pleasure!" 
said the Kite, eagerly, " or at least, I'll try to do 
so, for I have stood here so long, that I am quite 
stiff, but I'll do my best !" 

And so he vigorously flapped backwards and 
forwards, till all the dust was set in motion that 
had rested quiet so long. So that at last, the 
Rocking-horse even was roused from his long 
slumber, and hobbled out of the corner on his 
lame legs. 

"How very pleasant !" exclaimed the Ball, 
hopping about with the greatest agility; " I de- 
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clare it is quite worth while living in retirement 
for a while, if only to enjoy life once more when 
we come back to it again. How's the Doll 
now? *' enquired he, politely, bounding towards 
her. 

** Better I hope,'' puffed the Kite ; " but you 
know this cupboard has been stifling for a long 
while, and so now the first breeze of fresh air is 
almost too much for us all. " 

"Speak for yourself," snapped the Shuttle- 
cock, very peevishly; **you have fanned out my 
last feather^ and what V m to do now I can't think ; 
Fm nothing but cork and leather! " 

"We are none of us much to be boasted of," 
remarked the old leaden Teapot ; " F m sure I have 
been battered and dinted till Fve no shape left. 
But one gets used in time to being trodden on. " 

" Yes, indeed, and to get one's horns and legs 
snapped off, " chimed in an eager lilac wooden 
Cow, who certainly had lost most of her members, 
"over and above parting with your relations. 
My twin brother was destroyed ages ago, and so 
was the scarlet cat's, and there's not even one 
elephant left in the ark, nor a camel, nor a 
canary, nor a ladybird, nor a bear." 
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** Oh ! never mind your elephants and lady- 
birds," interrupted the Ball, irreverently; "we 
shall waste all our time in this arguing and quar- 
relling ! ' ' 

**It's easy for you to talk, young man," 
remarked the Shuttlecock, sarcastically; ^^you 
have never been into the battle of life, or lost 
all your feathers. " 

" This is very stupid work," said the Skipping- 
rope, coiling about and trying to disentangle her- 
self from the Kite, a proceeding that resulted in 
one of her handles coming off, and the Kite being 
shorn of the tassel at the end of his tail. 

**Well, what are we to do with ourselves," 
asked the Rocking- Horse, ** we are not all of us 
quite so lively as you, my friend Ball. To us a 
holiday conveys the idea of rest^ not restless- 
ness. " 

" Then I should think holidays were super- 
fluous things to you ! ' ' muttered the Ball, as he 
took an extra roll out into the room; " but what 
are we to do, then ? " 

**Tell stories," suggested the Doll, and the 
Rocking-Horse and Kite seconded the motion. 
The Ball bounded about very impatiently, and 

c 
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proposed a game of play, but he was outvoted, 
and the first motion was carried. But the noise 
of the argument had awakened the Humming- 
top, and he began to buzz and hum in such a 
drony, drowsy fashion, that in sheer terror and 
dread, the Ball threw himself gallantly into the 
gap, and promised to tell the first story himself, 
on condition that he should be allowed to roll 
softly about the room for the rest of the evening. 
This was very willingly agreed to, and all the 
party being comfortably arranged, the Doll hav- 
ing taken care to ensure the services of the Kite, 
the Ball begun his proffered story in the follow- 
ing manner. 




CHAPTER IL 

THE HISTORY OF THE BALL; WITH THE STORY OF THE 
POOR OLD WIDOW WHO MADE IT. 

[F I were not of a very lively cha- 
racter, " remarked the Ball, " I 
should feel rather shy at making my 
first appearance as a story teller. But you know 
all people of my giddy habits are not much given 
to serious consideration. We make a bold spring 
and bound down into the middle of a matter, while 
all the graver folks are nervously trembling on 
the very brink. And so, instead of beginning 
at the very first chapter of my story, and telling 
you that I first grew on an animal's back as 
skin, and was then turned into leather, I will 
skip the dry part of my history, and begin with 
some of my later impressions." 

** Now,'* said the Humming-top, gravely, " I 
think I must rather protest against this summary 
way of disposing of some of the most interesting 
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facts respecting your origin. I should like to 
know a little more about you, my dear friend. 
Pray indulge us with all the particulars of your 
early years : your first recollections." 

" I had thought," said the Ball, modestly, 
" that all these minute facts could hardly be very 
interesting, and I have a great fear of tiring out 
your attention, and of being called prosy ^^^ added 
he, slily. 

** That is impossible," answered the Hum- 
ming-top, in a pompous manner; **let me beg 
of you to relieve our curiosity. I am sure I may 
speak for all the rest of our friends," said he, 
with a very solemn bow to each member of the 
party. The Toys, only too ready to enjoy the 
least variation of their long retired life, eagerly 
agreed, and the Ball resumed his story : — 

" I am afraid I am not very clever at giving 
accurate descriptions of things in which I don't 
take much interest, and as you may suppose my 
real life only begun when all my several portions 
were collected together. I am composed, as you 
see, of several sections, each of the same size and 
shape, but all varying in colour and material. 
This quarter of me is composed of two portions 
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of a pale, tawny leather ; and this grew on the 
back of a fine robust young lamb, who frisked 
away his brief life on a sunny pasture in Den- 
mark. He formed one of the members of a huge 
flock of sheep, belonging to a well-to-do farmer, 
whose riches in herds of cattle and flocks of 
sheep were accumulating for the dowry of his 
only child Mari. She was the best dowered 
maiden for fifty miles round, and though young 
in her teens, made the yellowest butter and firmest 
cheese for three villages round. Her father was 
a thrifty, enterprising man, who was especially 
successful in rearing fine lambs ; thereby giving 
his old bachelor brother the tanner, plenty of 
employment in dressing the hides and fleeces, 
thus keeping " two mills going at once," as he 
said. The old tanner had a trade secret of his 
own for curing the skins in some peculiar way 
with the bark of the willows that grew so plenti- 
fully on the borders of the stream that ran through 
his tan yards. No one's hides sold so readily 
as old Johann Nilson's, or fetched so good a price 
in the market. They were entirely reserved for 
making gloves, and exported to England for 
that purpose. 
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The next two sections of my figure are, as you 
see, of a bright scarlet colour ; and, like those 
two on the opposite side, which are of a rich dark 
blue, are made of morocco leather. This is made 
from the skin of Spanish goats, carefully tanned 
with oak bark, and then dyed on the grain side. 
The crimson portion owes its hue to being steeped 
in a bath with the little cochineal insect ; and the 
blue to indigo. It is then curried and glazed till 
it becomes as shining and smooth as you see it. 

Half of my fourth and last section is made of 
kid that was once pure white ; and of the same 
kind as that used for ladies' gloves and boots. 
But time and rough usage have turned it now to 
a somewhat dingy hue. This was made from 
the skin of a calf, which was carefully steeped 
in baths of lime and bran, and then dressed with 
flour paste, and well stretched; being finally 
polished and smoothed with hot irons. This 
came from France, and after all this toil and 
care bestowed upon it, was beautifully soft and 
white, as supple as you could desire, and ready 
to be made into gloves. The other half of my 
last portion is formed of what is called chamois 
leather, being made from the skin of a lively 
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little chamois that in vain once fled along Alpine 
peaks to escape his fleet hunter. The only- 
part that now remains to account for is the small 
round portion at each end, which, from its dark, 
peculiar, tawny hue and pleasant scent, you have 
no doubt recognised as Russia leather. This, 
which is so highly prized because insects will not 
destroy it, or damp penetrate through it, owes 
much of its virtue to its being tanned with the 
bark of the graceful birch tree. 

I have now, I think, satisfied even my friend 
the Humming-top, and may proceed to tell you 
that these several portions of my frame, coming 
as they did from various countries, and owing 
their colour and texture to different ways of pre- 
paring them, were all Stored together in a very 
large wholesale warehouse, in a narrow, gloomy 
lane in the heart of London. These were all 
sold out again to travel once more, some to the 
glove-making counties; others to great shoe 
factories ; some to makers of dressing cases and 
purses ; others to grocers in town or country for 
polishing plate and glass. With all this general 
separation, there were a good many stray pieces, 
some torn off" by accident, others used for pattern 
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samples, which were always carefully collected, 
down to the smallest bits, and put into an old 
box by the boy who swept the warehouse. His 
master allowed him to collect them each week 
and carry them home to his mother, a poor, 
industrious widow, who earned a scanty living for 
her children and herself by making toys for a 
shop in the suburbs. 

The eldest son, Sam, was shop-boy at this great 
leather warehouse ; and feeling the importance 
of his position as the man of the family, and the 
only one receiving regular wages, and being in 
a place, he was not a little proud. He drew him- 
self up on tip-toe, for he was, unluckily, rather 
short for his age, and spoke in the deepest 
tones he could make his naturally squeaky 
voice take, which sounded like the chirp of the 
cuckoo, when **in leafy June, he is out of tune!'^ 
But Sam was a good boy, and loved his mother 
and little sisters dearly, and would have bristled, 
like an angry cock robin, in the smallest but 
fiercest displeasure, if any one had tried to 
invade the parent nest. 

It was Saturday night, and Sam was very 
tired, for he was at everyone's call, being the 
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youngest and smallest there ; and though he 
was pert and perky, he was good-natured and 
willing, so his poor thin legs had been well 
trotted' about. But tired as he was, he gave a 
careful look round for any stray bits, and then 
tucked his little old box under his arm, and 
walked home. He stopped at the door of a very 
dingy house, up a dark, dirty court, and opening 
it, mounted the close, steep staircase. After 
climbing up two stories, he sat down to rest 
awhile, to get breath to mount the last one. 
At last he wearily picked up the box, and, step 
by step, painfully went up to the door of the 
back room. And this was his /lomCy his only 
idea of comfort and rest after his long day's 
toil. But his mother was a good and tender 
woman, and though she had only this one small 
room to dwell in, where her three children 
and herself lived and slept, she tried her very 
best to keep it as wholesome and cheerful as 
she could, with the poor means she had.- 

A pleasant place it seemed to poor little Sam 
as he went in, with the kettle singing merrily 
on the hob, and the summer sunset shining in 
over the tall chimney-pots, through a clean win- 
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dow, between two cracked pots of blooming 
mignonette. Many little children were, no doubt, 
going to bed then in country cottages, tired out 
with their long rambles in country lanes— dirty 
with dust and forbidden mud-pies — and hungry 
for the crust of very dry bread — but healthy 
from their day's long breathing of pure air. 
But Sam only exchanged the close city ware- 
house, with its disagreeable smell of leather, for 
that of a room in which his mother and sisters 
breathed most of the day the smoky air among 
the chimney tops. In he came, only too glad 
to rest, and thankful for the warm tea his mother 
had ready for him. And then he showed his 
treasure of pieces of leather, such a big bundle 
this time, that little Susan clapped her hands 
quite gaily; and his mother said that there was 
enough for a half score dozen of balls at least ! 
The poor widow made leather balls to sell to 
a toy shop ; her eldest girl, Jemima, always called 
Jemmie, made little toy bedsteads, for she had 
been lame from her birth. Little Susan, the 
youngest, helped as well as she could by making 
the little bolsters and mattresses for the dolls' bed- 
steads, which were to form the toys of luckier 
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and younger children. She was a grave little 
morsel, with long thin, thin limbs, and hollow 
cheeks — but she would have been pretty, with 
her large soft blue eyes and long yellow hair, 
if she had been well fed and healthy. 

Their mother took the box of leather scraps 
from Sam, and having made him comfortable at 
his meagre tea, she began at once to arrange 
her work ; for the last week she had quite used 
up all her scraps, and had been obliged to use 
her spare time in helping Jemmie with the bed- 
steads. So she picked out the colours, and laid 
her card patterns on them, and cut them with as 
little waste as possible, and as I was the first ball 
she finished that evening, I saw and heard all 
that ensued. 

** Are you very tired Sam,' ' she asked, "you're 
late home to-night. However, to-morrow is 
blessed Sunday, and you can take your rest 
with all the other poor creatures God has made 
His holiday for." 

" Oh yes, mother," said Jemmie, her sallow 
face quite lighted up, ** and we can have another 
walk in the Park, you know. Only I wish I could 
walk better, it is such slow work hopping along.'* 
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** So it IS, Jemmie," replied her mother, sigh- 
ing, ** but thank God, child, you don't keep your 
bed; that would break my heart. I hope it'll 
please Him to spare me that sorrow, and then 
I'll be contented if you can only crawl like a 
snail." 

" I wish it was treat time," said little Susan ; 
"oh, how we did enjoy it, mother ! if only you 
had been there ! Oh, they were such ^rand trees 
in the forest, mother, they seemed to reach up 
to the clouds; I'm sure the birds could' nt build 
their nests up there ! Why they were three times 
higher nor these chimbley stacks ! ' ' 

**I liked the ride best," saidjemmie; ** wasn't 
it nice to be carried along like that, and resting 
all the time ; and teacher was so kind. She lent 
me her thick shawl to sit on ; and how nice it was. 
What a lot of flowers we brought you, mother. 
And how nice and dry our acorns have kept. " 

" When I'm only a little bit older," said Sam, 
•* and earn more money, we'll have such jaunts 
into the country ; won't it be fun to climb a tree, 
and lie on the grass ! " 

The mother sighed wearily; but she en- 
couraged the children to gossip on cheerfully, 
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for the work went twice as quick, while the memo- 
ries were li\'ing over again the few, few days of 
fresh air and sunshine they had known. And 
the work musi be done, for the sake of food and 
shelter, such as it was. As for clothes, they were 
not thought of; for they were darned, patched, 
and "tidied up,** till they were all dam, and 
only replaced, when some kind friend gave a cast 
off garment. Jemmie made pretty little dolls* 
bedsteads, the frames of which, made of white 
wire, she bent into shape, and strengthened with 
slender strips of tin. Sam soldered them neatly 
together for her in his precious spare time, the 
wire and tin being sold to her cheap, cut ready into 
lengths, by a friendly tinman. Then Jemmie trim- 
med them up with white muslin worked round with 
gay coloured yam . They were such pretty little 
toys that she found a tolerably ready sale for them. 

"What a sight of work you've got for me, 
Jemmie!'* said Sam, as his mother cleared 
away the tea, and his sister got out the wires. 
"A chap ought to have a lot of strength for such 
a nigger drivin missus as you ! '* 

" Never mind, Sam,*' said Jemmie, cheerfully; 
"don't do no more nor you feels inclined 
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all about us ; and master has riz my wages a 
shilling a week. F m the happiest chap in London, 
and rU never call him **old skinny" no more, 
that I won't ! Hurray, Jemmie ! Up ye goes 
Sue." 

** I am sorry, my friends," said the Ball, " I 
can tell you no more of them ; for you see I was 
packed up with the rest and sent off to the Crystal 
Palace, where Mrs. Spenser bought me on the 
bazaar day, and I have lived among you ever 
since. But I should like to know how Sam, and 
Jemmie, and little Sue are getting on." 





CHAPTER III. 

THE hoop's round OF ADVENTURES. 

iEN the Ball had concluded his story, 
and had modestly taken a leap back- 
wards out of the way, he was eagerly 
accorded the warm thanks of the party, and 
desired in his turn to call upon some one else. 

" I am sure I feel deeply honoured that you 
should be amused with my poor story, and hope 
sincerely that my successors will have something 
more interesting to relate. I will now call upon 
our merry friend the Hoop, to give us his ex- 
periences in life." 

" O dear me," cried the Hoop, rolling slowly 
out of his comer, but contriving in his course 
to scatter the Marbles to all the corners of the 
room, and to knock down the Doll also. " My 
dear Doll, how sorry I am, alas ! alas ! I am so 
very unlucky in always doing awkward things." 
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'' Oh," sighed the Doll, ^' I can't bear much 
more ! I am almost gone now ! "* 

**Come and sit on my roof," said the Noah's 
Ark, very compassionately, **it is not at all 
rickety, I can assure you, (or your light weight; 
and I will keep you out of all harm." And so 
he carefully consoled and took care of the poor 
old Doll. 

**I don't think awkwardness goes by luck," 
snapped the Shuttlecock ; ** people need not be 
clumsy unless they choose. It is carelessness, 
and giddiness, that cause all these mishaps ! " 

** I daresay you are right," said the Hoop, 
candidly, ** I always was a giddy young thing. 
But where are all the Marbles gone ! poor 
little fellows; I must go and help them 
back!" 

" You had much better stay where you are ! " 
whispered the Ball, ** you'll only get into fresh 
scrapes ; there's the Kite just in your way, and 
if you poke a hole in his head, you won't hear 
the last of it In a hurry, I'll promise you ! " 

So the Hoop edged himself into a corner, 
where he stood safely propped against the door, 
for although he was a careless, awkward fellow, 
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he was really very goodnatured, and would not 
vex any one on purpose. 

'' I have really no story to tell you," said he; 
** for, as you see, I am simply a large iron ring, 
and could not have been very difficult to make. 
And as to any relation of my round of adven- 
tures, they are, I am sorry to say, only one long 
list of accidents and mishaps. But as our good 
friend the Ball has set us all a noble example by 
so readily obliging the company, I will also do 
my best. My first step in life was to be hung 
with several of my companions at the door of a 
toy shop at Sydenham. Here, however, I did not 
stay long, for I was selected by a little boy, called 
Edward Moore, who had saved up his pocket 
money for many weeks in order to purchase me. 
My first unfortunate beginning occurred almost 
at the shop door, for Master Teddy, in all the 
rapture of first calling me ** his very own," gave 
me such an energetic tap with the new stick, 
that I went over the smooth pavement as if I 
had been oiled ; ran sharply over an old gentle- 
man' s gouty foot, and only checked myself in 
my mad career by slipping through some rail- 
ings, and tumbling down a strange area. 
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I could see nothing at first, but heard the old 
gentleman bawling angrily for the police ; but, 
very luckily, as usual, none happened to be about, 
and after a little while the hubbub subsided, and 
the old gentleman, after abusing and threatening 
my poor Teddy well, limped off, and my dis- 
consolate owner had time to peep down the 
areas, and try to recover his lost property. I 
had no idea of remaining buried in that dismal 
den, so I managed to roll off the flower pot I had 
fallen on, and by the jangle attracted his atten- 
tion. He rang the bell, and coaxed the maid- 
servant to let him go down and fetch me. 

*' Get along with you, yer impedent monkey, 
a-ringing at people's bells, and a-calling one 
up in the middle of cooking! I shan't let you in ! 
/don't care for your hoop, nor you neither!" 

*' Oh, do Mary! there's a kind girl," coaxed 
Teddy; "I know you're goodnatured,- because 
you've got such a laughish mouth ! Do give me 
my hoop, it's just new, and I've saved up for it 
ever so long, you can't think ! " 

** Bless the boy's imperence," said she, half 
laughing, ** who told you my name was Mary, 
which it isn't, for it's Jane! You' re. very saucy. 
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and have no call to make rude remarks about 
my mouth. Go along with with ye, there's 
your precious hoop ! " 

And so saying, she gave me a toss which sent 
me spinning up into daylight again, and nearly^ 
knocked off a grand young lady's smart hat, 
who walked grumbling off, looking daggers at 
Teddy, and muttering something about " pests 
of children ! " 

Teddy, however, was too rejoiced to regain me 
to care for anything else, and shouting his thanks 
to Jane, he set off home at a good pace, taking 
me on his arm till he got out of the paved street 
into the green lanes. And here for many a day 
we ran races, and one of us at least was mightily 
tired. At last, one unlucky day Teddy' s mother 
sent him on an errand to a shop in the middle 
of the most frequented street, and he had now 
become so used to his indispensable companion, 
that he took me with him, of course. We went, 
on very merrily, till we came to the corner of a 
crossing, when, thinking he could send me over 
before a great coal waggon came too near, 
Teddy gave me such a tap that I bounded over 
the street in no time. But the curb stone tripped 
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me up first, and in hopping over that I took an 
unfortunate slide, and rolled into the open door 
of a china shop. Before I could stop myself I 
had knocked down two jugs, run over a pile of 
plates, and fallen into the middle of an array of 
wineglasses, just newly unpacked from a great 
crate close by. 

I am used to misfortunes now, and am of a very 
buoyant disposition, but never shall I forget the 
crash and smash of that early calamity. Teddy 
stood aghast for one brief instant, and then 
turned to run away, even forgetting me in the 
catastrophe. But that short moment had been 
enough to satisfy the horrified china merchant 
as to the author of the damage, and making a 
rapid spring across the road, he seized Teddy 
by the collar, and sternly hauled him into the 
shop. The poor boy was bewildered by the 
sudden accident, and half deafened by the shrill 
scolding of Mrs. Delf, who, having heard the 
crash, had rushed into the fray, and was now 
picking up the pieces. 

** Two of the best Parian jugs! — I thought the 
police seized all the hoops as was seen, — nine 
willow cheeseplates, — and oh my! what a sight 
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of glasses ! You've done it now, and no mis- 
take, you little vagabond ! ' ' 

Her husband, however, seeing that Teddy was 
evidently a gentleman's son, after a few threats 
of fetching the police, decided upon accompany- 
ing him home, with a bill of the damages. Teddy 
begged and implored to be let off with many 
tears, but the man was determined, and taking 
me in one hand, he laid the other on Teddy's 
shoulder, and marched off in the direction of 
Willow Lodge, with the bill in his pocket. I 
must really draw a veil over the dreadful picture 
of the scene there, as my feelings will not allow 
me to do justice to the anger of Teddy's father, 
and the horror of his mother, at the'money they 
had to pay for that accident. Let it suffice that 
poor Teddy had a whipping that cured his rov- 
ing propensities for some time, and I was con- 
fiscated, and placed in ignominious imprison- 
ment in the stable. 

Some months must have elapsed in the 
meanwhile, for when I was first shut up it was 
the end of the late summer, and when I saw 
daylight again it was spring-time, for the lilacs 
and laburnums were in full flower. How glad 
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I was to rub off a little of the rust I had acquired 
from lying so long in that damp place, and how 
delighted was Teddy once more to get hold of 
me. 

" I tell you what it is, old fellow," said Teddy, 
rubbing me industriously with his pocket hand- 
kerchief; " you must not let me into any more 
scrapes, for I could only get you again by pro- 
mising Ma to be very careful, and only take 
you in the lanes. So we must mind what we 
are about ! ' ' 

And so we did ; and were as sober and steady 
as possible ; perhaps, now that I was a little rusty 
from want of exercise, I was not as nimble as I 
used to be, but we got on very well, very com- 
fortably indeed, and I began to think our 
troubles were over, and that we were getting 
older and more sedate. We had a few minor 
mishaps, but these were not of a serious order ; 
for instance, when I just happened to run against 
little Polly Stubbs, a small toddling body of two 
years old, and upset her. But, then, after all, 
she was a very waddley sort of duck on her feet, 
and was very good tempered, so after the first 
shriek, she scrambled up with her little fat roley 
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poley body, and began to laugh. And Teddy 
was so delighted with her good temper, that he 
patted her dirty cheeks, and gave her such a 
big lump of gingerbread out of his pocket 
(where it had been rubbed all crumbling with 
his marbles), that her cheeks stuck out on each 
side as if she had a swelled face, she had stuffed 
her mouth so full. 

Then another day we found a charming shady 
lane with no house in sight, and not a sound of 
a carriage to be heard, and so off we went 
helter-skelter, — I gliding swiftly on in advance, 
like a slender snake, and Teddy tearing along 
behind with his short, stumpy legs, and his face 
as red as a full blown peony, — puffing like a pair 
of bellows. He had reached me after a long 
chase, and gave me a good bowl on, when we 
turned round a slight winding, and came right 
into the middle of a brood of young ducklings, 
with their fat majestic mother waddling after 
them. Oh there was a scatter, as I rushed into 
the middle of them like a steam-engine coming, 
express into a flock of sheep ! Some tumbled 
headlong into the pond hard by, others scram- 
bled off out of the way as they best could, while 
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old mother duck quacked and waddled like one 
possessed. But one poor little lame duckling, 
the last of the troop, was just in my way. I 
could not stop myself, so the only thing I could 
do to prevent myself from killing or hurting 
her, was to fall, which I did, flat round her in 
the dusty road, to her infinite fright. But she 
was not hurt, and, after crouching down for a 
moment, she recovered, and scrambling weakly 
over my prostrate circle, she limped off to the 
pond, and then sailed off into deep water with a 
delighted quackle that amply repaid me. 

Our next misfortune was worse; but it did not 
cause any serious consequences to us, although 
for a long time, warned by his previous ex- 
perience, poor Teddy walked about with a grave 
face, and trembled at every ring of the bell. 
We were out as usual, and had^ perhaps, put 
more steam on than was quite necessary, for it 
was one of those lovely fresh mornings in early 
June, that are as bracing as a glass of cold water, 
or a breath of pure air. Teddy was capering 
and dancing along, and had dealt me one of 
what he called his **left handers" which were 
awkward, uncertain strokes, that / privately 
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christened ** wobblers!" Well, he had just 
given me a wobbler, when a horrid pebble came 
in my way ; and what business pebbles have in 
the way in the middle of a foot path / never 
could discover. They are quite out of their 
own track, and very much in the way of elderly 
ladies and gentlemen who have pet **callosities." 
Why, every toddling child tumbles over them, 
and as for my family, we abhor them ! Let them 
be kept to their beaches, and brooks, and not 
interfere with our few surburban enjoyments ! 
Well, as I was saying, when indignation got the 
better of me, I was turned out of my course by 
one of those hateful round, slippery pebbles, and 
into a strange garden, and a very smart one too ! 
I slipped over the smooth, dewy grass like light- 
ning, and right through a clump of hyacinths, 
ending my career by falling in a scrambling, 
all-four sort of fashion all over a bed of choice 
tulips. How many I beheaded I do not know, 
for Teddy, after peeping with a horrified face 
over the hedge, and seeing no one about, made 
a rush in to rescue me, and carrying me off, 
never stopped running till we were safe at home 
in the old stable. 
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As I said before, we were not found out in 
that instance, and, after a little seclusion, we 
came again into active life, when the crowning 
misery happened that parted me from my poor 
little master. We were going out quietly 
enough, and in a solitary lane too, turning as 
steadily as a rusty old windmill, so that I felt 
half asleep ; when suddenly I was twirled about, 
whisked here and there, and then dropped in the 
dust, amidst such a confusion of shouting and 
screaming as beggars description. And this 
time it was owing to a donkey ! This perverse 
animal, after having never been known from his 
youth to do more than walk or jog-trot under 
any treatment whatever, had at this unlucky 
time taken it into his long-eared head to run 
away full gallop with his owner, a deaf old 
woman, hanging on to the front of the little 
cart, with all her market produce jumbled to- 
gether as it had never been before. Down 
he came thundering upon us, and before poor 
Teddy could catch me up, while he had but 
scant time to get into the hedge himself, I 
got entangled in the wretched little brute's 
rough legs, and down we all came, old woman, 
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donkey, cart, and all, with a perfect set of fire- 
works of onions, cabbages and potatoes, flying 
in the air all round us. The first thing I noticed 
after the general crash was Teddy, who sat in 
the hedge shrieking with laughter, and a funny 
appearance I daresay we all presented. The cart, 
with one wheel off, was dragged and knocked 
about by the wretched little donkey's struggles 
to regain his legs. But the old woman had 
been shot down on the top of him, and as she 
was very fat and heavy she lay there like a sack 
of beans, only uttering fearful moans and shouts, 
with her face covered with bruised strawberries, 
and a shower of green peas all over her. 

Teddy scrambled out of the hedge and very 
kindly helped up the old woman and her donkey, 
and collected all her stray vegetables as well as 
he could, for he was a very good-hearted boy, 
in spite of his carelessness. But the crabbed 
old woman laid all the blame on him, and follow- 
ing him slily home, beset the house, and made 
such a fuss, that Teddy got in the wars again 
worse than ever. His mother believed his ac- 
count of the mischief, because, with all his faults, 
he was very truthful ; but his father was very 
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angry, and though he only paid the old woman 
half her outrageous demand, he punished Teddy 
severely, and wound up by depriving him of me 
altogether. 

** Well Ma ! " said poor Teddy, almost tear- 
fully, " if I must not have my hoop myself, I 
know no one I'd sooner give it to than Frank 
Spenser, my old schoolfellow. Pa's so angry 
with me about it, I don't like to ask him; but if 
you would, I daresay he'd let Frank have it." 

His mother, who was really sorry for him, did 
so very readily, and Teddy had the only satis- 
faction left him, in giving me to his friend. 
Frank was almost too old to care for a hoop, but 
he did not like to hurt the poor boy by refusing, 
so he took me with a very good grace, and 
promised to take great care of me ; which he 
certainly has done by shutting me up here like 
this ; and so now my friends I think I have re- 
lated my whole round of adventures to you, as 
far as I can myself, remember. 




CHAPTER IV. 

THE FATE OF THE LEADEN TEA-THINGS. 

■HE rest of the Toys having thanked 
the Hoop for his story, he once more 
rolled himself lazily into a comfortable 
position, and took his rights by calling upon the 
leaden Teapot, to entertain them next. But 
such an uproar arose among all the leaden Tea- 
things; the cups and saucers, clattering and 
clanking like mad, and the milk jug even mount- 
ing on the sugar basin to be heard the better, 
that for a few moments no one could be heard. 
But the little Teapot set to work vigorously, 
and soon reduced her unruly family to order. 
She rolled one teacup here, and bowled over 
another there, piled up the plates before they 
knew where they were, and toppled down the 
milk jug into its proper place, before it recovered 
enough to defend itself Then she sat down and 
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volubly began her story, while her tribe were 
temporarily pacified. 

**I am afraid," said she, "you will not like 
my story at all, for it's not half so lively and 
entertaining as the Hoop's, in fact there's no- 
thing merry about it, but quite the reverse. I 
can tell you nothing of my birthplace or of my 
original history, for you see I've had a large 
family to keep together, and look after, and I've 
been so battered and knocked about in my course 
through life, that my memory is sadly impaired. 
So I can only tell you that we all came from 
Germany, where we were made, and were care- 
fully packed in a little pasteboard box, in which 
we travelled to the English house to which we 
were sent, with numbers of others. We remained 
for some time in seclusion on the shelf of the 
toy warehouse, and were then drafted off to a 
little toy-shop at the West end of London. 
Our present owner was a notable little woman, 
the wife of a head workman at a large cabinet 
manufactory, and as she had two or three small 
children, she was glad to make ends meet by 
fitting out her front parlour as a little toy- 
shop. It was a very quiet, nice street, not fctr 
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from a large hotel, and as the rents were rather 
high, the houses were only let to fairly respect- 
able people. The little woman let her first floor, 
neatly, but plainly, furnished, to an elderly lady; 
and by all these small helps, added to her hus- 
band's wages, they lived very comfortably, and 
brought up their little ones nicely. A younger 
sister of the wife's lived with them, and was a 
great help in waiting on the old lady and in 
serving the customers. 

' Rose was such a good-tempered girl, she was 
a great favourite with all the young purchasers ; 
she never cared what trouble she took to suit 
them, and turned over the whole stock of toys 
that she might find what they wanted. All the 
little poor children in the neighbourhood used 
to watch to see when she came into the shop to 
mcike their small bargains. She never grumbled 
while they picked out the prettiest faces that 
suited their fancy among the halfpenny wooden 
dolls, and she kept a choice corner of very cheap 
toys on purpose for all these little ones, who so 
rarely knew what the pleasure of buying a toy 
was. But I think she had her reward when she 
saw the little eyes nearly sparkle, and the pale, 
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thin faces get a little colour, as they trottet 
happily ofif with their few and scanty treasure 
cuddled up in their old ragged pinafores. W( 
lay for a long time on the counter with our li( 
off, to tempt the young folks who came to thi 
shop, so I had some opportunity to see all th' 
different customers.- 

I suppose my own busy, careful life, with al 
my tribe of young ones, has made me understam 
all these things better, for I remember so mud 
of this time, while I have forgotten a great dea 
else. How often I have seen the richer class c 
children come in with their governesses or ser 
vants, and just glancing over the toys carelessl) 
they have selected what they wanted, and hav 
gone off, with no more than a passing pleasur 
with their possessions. And very likely in 
fortnight the same party have returned agair 
and carried off something else, feeling mor 
careless than before at the sight of the plaything 
they had almost exhausted. 

Different to them, as station and dress coul 
make them, were Rose's little friends. Th 
golden hair, or dark braids of the little ladie; 
and their flower-like faces, set off with their trii 
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hats, and tasteful, cool, well-made dresses, did 
not contrast more strongly with the sallow faces, 
ragged, short locks, tangled with wind and 
weather, and the patched or ragged garments of 
the poorer children, than did their manners and 
wants. These latter little ones were the small 
evening audience who flattened their noses 
against the bright, gas-lighted window of the 
gay toy-shop, and who knew all its contents by 
heart, as well as its owner. But they never hoped, 
poor little souls ! except in dreams, for all these 
beautiful toys. Dirty little Polly, who stood 
pointing with her smutty finger, and elbowing 
her sister to look at the grand doll dressed in 
muslin and ribbon, only gazed at it in a sort of 
ecstatic rapture, and had no more idea, indeed 
far less, of having it for her very own, than little 
Lady Edith had of owning the Crystal Palace. 
Pence, scanty, hard-earned pence, were too much 
wanted for bread and food, to be easily got to 
lay out even in two half-penny dolls in a year ! 
But when a happy piece of good fortune did 
come about, and these poor little creatures really 
had a whole penny they could call their own, oh, 
how difficult it was to spend it ! How much they 



r 



52 TALES OF THE TOYS. 

wanted for it ! and what a business it was to 
decide what it should be laid out in ! And the 
one-jointed doll or penny cart was like a pot 
of gold to its happy little owner for months 
afterwards ! 

Rose had other friends as well, however, as 
these poor little ragged customers, for her 
pleasant face and gentle voice made her popular 
with all, and she had a tasteful way of arranging 
the one window of the toy-shop that made it 
quite attractive to older eyes than the children. 
One day in late autumn, a lady, with a nurse 
and a little girl, paused before it for a moment, 
and after a brief inspection they came into the 
shop. 

** I think a box of tea-things will be almost 
the best thing for her, Lee," said the lady to 
her nurse. 

** I sould ike a bots of tea-sings wey mush !" 
said the little thing, as the servant sat down, and 
placed her on her lap. 

** So you shall have some, my pet, and then 
you will be able to make tea for all the dollies," 
replied the nurse. 

** Have you any boxes of wooden tea-things?" 
asked the lady. 
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Rose placed before them a tolerably large 
assortment ; some made of china, very brightly 
ornamented with pink and blue flowers; some 
made of glass, white with tiny gold sprays and 
stars, but these were voted dangerous for baby, 
because they would break easily, and might cut 
her little fat hands. Then the wooden sets were 
examined, but they were painted freely, and 
mamma and nurse thought they might go to the 
rosy mouth more closely and often than would 
be quite wholesome, and baby would not look 
at the plain, white Swiss carved tea-sets, pretty 
as they were. 

** Power ike those, wey pitty,'' cried she, 
eagerly, as Rose brought out our box of large 
polished leaden tea-things. 

** Then she shall have them !" decided Mamma 
at once, ** and a very good choice too, Lee, don't 
you think so? They will be quite safe, and 
neither break nor spoil so easily as the rest. 
How much are they ? I will take these please ! ' ' 

And so Rose packed us carefully up in paper 
and gave us to the nurse, who, taking up the 
little girl, carefully tied on her warm fur cape 
and carried her after the lady. They walked for 
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a short distance, and then stopped at the door of 
a house in a handsome square. The lady^s 
beautiful dress and elegant air had somewhat 
prepared me for our new home, which was one 
of luxury. The lady, after tenderly kissing- the 
little one, stopped at the door of her dressing 
room, while the nurse and my new owner 
mounted another flight, and reached the spacious 
and airy day nursery. The little rosy girl Wcis 
rolled out of all her velvet wraps, and a very 
pretty snowy embroidered pinafore was put on 
her, after her glossy bright flaxen curls had been 
carefully arranged by the nurse. The little 
thing had borne all this very impatiently, 
and had fretted and fidgeted to get away 
to her new toys; but her nurse would not 
let her go till • she was "made tidy/' as she 
called it. 

** You shall have your little table. Miss Lily," 
said she, ** and make tea till bedtime afterwards, 
if you like, but you must stand still first, like a 
lady, and be made to look neat. Don't you 
know mamma never goes down to breakfast or 
dinner till Lance has dressed her and done her 
hair." 
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But when these operations were all over, 
Nurse set out the little table, and covered it with 
a clean towel for a table cloth, and placed Lily's 
pretty wicker chair beside it. And when the 
real nursery teatime came, she gave Lily a lump 
of sugar, broken into little bits with the scissors, 
and two nice, dry biscuits to play with. So fat 
little Lily was mightily contented, and spread 
out her toys, and played at making tea for her 
dolls, while she herself ate up the biscuits and 
sugar with great delight. And by-and-bye 
Mamma came up to see how all was going on, 
before she went down to dinner, and she found 
her pet, trotting round the little table and hum- 
ming like a big humble bee. 

And so the time went merrily by, and if we 
had a few misfortunes, still we got on pretty 
well. To be sure, I gained this great dint in my 
side owing to my little mistress setting the leg 
of her chair suddenly on me. And some of the 
saucers and plates were swept up with the dust, 
and thrown away by a new, careless nursery 
maid. But on the whole we were rather well 
off, for Nurse was a patient, orderly woman, and 
went round the day nursery every evening 
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herself, picking up the pet's pla}things and put- 
ting them away. 

And as for dear little merr}" Lily, she grew 
and throve, like a sweet-tempered child as she 
was, as fair as her namesake blossoms. She 
had called herself "Fower" in her childish 
talk, because Lily was not easily managed by her 
little tongue, and she had quite understood that 
she was called after the prett}'-looking, innocent, 
white flowers that blossomed in the same month 
as her birthday fell in, the merry month of May. 

One unfortunate day when we had been there 
some time, to the amazement of Nurse, she got 
up in such a fretful, cross humour nothing would 
pacify her. This was unusual, and so was her 
turning away from her nice bread and milk, and 
crying peevishly when she was spoken to. 
The poor child was evidently ailing, and Nurse 
lost no time in sending down word of it to her 
mistress. The fond mother hurried upstairs, but 
little Lily would only cling to her and sob, and 
bury her flushed face on her shoulder. So the 
doctor was sent for in haste, and he came quickly, 
and pronounced that the little one was sickening 
for some illness; measles, he hoped^ but he could 
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not positively say. So poor Mamma sat there, 
and gave Lily the medicine, and tried to amuse 
her with setting us in order before her. But 
Lily pushed us all away so hastily that we rolled 
to all corners of the room, and Nurse was too 
busy and sad to pick us up in a hurry that day, 
or for many days after. 

For poor little Lily grew worse, and the 
doctor pronounced it to be fever, and of a very 
severe kind. Days and days the little feverish 
head tossed wearily on the pillow, and then all the 
golden curls were cut off, matted as they were, 
and laid aside carefully in a drawer by poor 
Nurse, who cried over them as if her heart would 
break. The fever subsided, but the little ex- 
hausted body had not strength to recover from 
it, and she grew daily weaker, quite too weak to 
be removed to a fresh air. Poor Nurse picked 
us up one night, half unconsciously, and put us 
back in the old toy drawer, where we remained, 
till one afternoon she came hastily to fetch us 
out again. She carried us downstairs into the 
beautiful bed-room where Mrs. Arden slept. 
But both Papa and Mamma were too anxious 
about their only darling to be very particular 
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about their own comfort, and so her father slept 
in his dressing-room close by, while the mother 
kept a ceaseless watch by the sick bed. 

When the lid was taken off, and nurse turned 
us out on the white counterpane, I could hardly 
recognise my little mistress. Did these sunken 
cheeks and hollow eyes, these little wasted hands 
belong to the ** Fower," as she had called her- 
self? She was indeed a faded flower, a drooping 
lily, and her bright, golden curls were all gone, 
like her rosy, childish bloom. But sickness had 
not been able to subdue the innocent, loving 
nature and bright spirit; and though the 
smile on her pale little mouth made her 
mother turn away in tears, it was the same 
happy tone in the weak thread of a voice that 
whispered : — 

** Fower make tea now ! Fower been so sick, 
but see like some tea ! mother make it now ! ' ' 
and the little head, shorn so sadly of its golden 
glories, fell back weakly on the pillow, and the 
sudden gleam of light died out of the blue eyes. 

''Yes, dear one, mother will make tea for 
* Flower,' so many cups ; and when Lily gets 
better and grows a strong girl again, mother 
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and she will have feasts every day, and all day 
long." 

** Fower like that, but so tired ; " breathed the 
little one, feebly, and so Nurse hastened to catch 
us all up from the bed, and hurriedly cramming 
us into the box, she put us on the dressing 
table. 

Next day "Fower" seemed to brighten up a 
little, and when we were laid out on the bed, 
she took us up languidly, and pretended to drink. 
But she was soon weary, and even our slight 
weight was too heavy for the frail hand. And 
so day after day passed by with no great change, 
finding us each morning laid out on the bed, 
near the little weary hands, tired of doing 
nothing ; and afternoon saw us gathered away, 
while the curtains were drawn across the window 
to keep out the bright glare of the spring sun- 
shine. And day by day the tender mother 
hoped on, while the more experienced Nurse 
shook her head, and the skilful doctor was 
silent, though so very gentle with the anxious 
mother and the little drooping child. 

At last a day came, one of the early ones in 
May, when even Lee thought Lily looked clearer 
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and brighter. Papa brought In a bunch of the 
finest lilies of the valley from Covent Garden 
Market, and his poor, wan little **Fower'* was 
delighted with them. 

** It will be her birthday in a week," said her 
mother, cheerfully; ** Papa must bring her some 
more then. I hope Lily will be better, and able 
to sit up then ! " 

** Fower have a gand tea party, and pum take, 
so fine ! where's my tea-fings? " 

Nurse brought out the pet playthings, and 
arranged them on the bed before little ** Fower," 
and Papa went off in quite gay spirits to his 
business. And Mamma took out a little white 
frock she had been embroidering for ** Power's" 
birthday wear, and which had been laid away 
for a long while out of sight. Nurse seemed 
to have no very settled purpose in the work 
way, and stole quietly about, arranging every- 
thing in a still dreamy kind of fashion. Mean- 
while little ** Fower" lay back in the soft bed, 
supported on downy pillows, and with pale pink 
lined muslin curtains floating round. her. Her 
blue eyes rested upon us with a bright, far-away 
look that did not last long, as the fingers of one 
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hand played with us, the other holding the bunch 
of lilies. 

Presently Nurse came rapidly over. **The 
dear child is fainting ! " she said, as she held up 
the little shorn head. 

** Fower thirsty ! '* murmured the little voice, 
like a faint sigh, as the blue eyes seemed to lose 
all their light, and the lilies dropped out of the 
open fingers. 

**Lily, my Lily!*' cried the poor mother, 
eagerly, ** look up, my darling, you are better 
dear; let mother give her a little water out of 
her tiny teacup." 

The kindhearted nurse laid down the heavy 
head, and spent all her heartfelt care now on 
her poor mistress. Her little * * Fower ' ' had gone 
in an angel's hand, to be planted a living blossom 
in her heavenly Father's garden, where her deep 
thirst would be satisfied quite, and the shining 
robe of the white lilies of heaven was waiting 
for her. 

The little worn -out, earthly form was laid to 
rest with the bunch of lilies in the cold hands, 
and a wreath of fresh-gathered flowers on her 
head. And poor Nurse, thoughtfully gathered 
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Up all the toys that the little one had pla5'ed 
with, and put them carefully out of the desolate 
mother's sight. And in after j-ears I heard that 
other little blossoms came to fill up that grand 
nursery, but Nurse never loved them as she did 
little " Fower,'* and the mother gave her all the 
toys, very tearfully. 

** 1 don't like to hoard them up/' she said, 
** for after all I need no memorials to remind me 
of my Lily, and I like to think of her growing 
now a sweet, fair flower in her heavenly Father's 
garden, and yet I could not bear to see all 
th(*se things played with and thrown about in 
the nursery. So take them, Nurse, and let them 
give pleasure to other little ones." 

** And thus Nurse Lee took charge of us, and 
one evening coming to drink tea in Mrs. 
Si)encer's nursery, she brought us all in our 
box for Miss Celia, who was then a little girl. 
lUit since she grew older, we were stuffed away 
by chance in this old cupboard. I told you all 
fairly that mine was a melancholy story," added 
llu» Teapot, in an injured sort of voice, '* and 
you soe 1 am right, and now I've done!" 

The rest of the Toys did not make much 
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remark, for they were all rather saddened by the 
story of little " Fower," but the Ball, who could 
not be very grave for long together, bounced 
up briskly, and told the Teapot, she was entitled 
to call on any of the rest of the company for a 
story in turn. 

**I would rather not," replied the Teapot, 
eagerly; ** I am but a foolish body at all such 
formal doings. Pray let the next in turn favour 
us." 

Then the Ball, rather afraid of a discussion, 
turned it off with a joke and said: — 

" Well, then, in your name I will call upon the 
Kite for a story, for, as he flies so high, he can't 
be very nervous, and no doubt he has seen a 
good deal in high latitudes, that we shall be 
glad to hear ! ' ' 

The Kite waved a graceful bow all round, 
and professed his entire readiness to be at the 
service of the company. 





CHAPTER V. 

THE MAKING OF THE KITE BY THE HOME CIRCLE. 

WILL begin," said he, "by de- 
scribing my first appearance in my 
present form. Never did a large 
ship launch or the building of a great mansion 
require more care and pains, or entirely engross 
more workmen than I did in my construction. 
My architect-in-chief, I must tell you, was George 
Vernon, Esquire, commonly called * Uncle Gee,' 
and the workmen he employed under his orders 
were as follows. Foreman, or rather forewoman, 
Mrs. Tufnell, otherwise called indifferently, 
mother, mamma, or mummy; and as workpeople. 
Bob, aged eleven ; Tom, aged ten ; Mary, alias 
Polly, aged nine ; Jeanie, usually termed ' Jean ' 
aged eight ; Theodore, popularly christened 
* Dora,' because he was a little given to tearful- 
ness and whines, aged seven ; and lastly little 
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Lucy, who still bore the name of '* baby," and 
who numbered five summers. 

Now Uncle Gee had come home for his holi- 
days, for though he was nearly grown up, and 
seemed a giant in cleverness to all his little 
nephews and nieces, he was still at Oxford, and 
working hard at his studies. But he was very 
fond of all the little folks at Summerfield 
Rectory, and the days to the long vacation were 
nearly as eagerly counted by Uncle Gee, even 
amidst his more serious business, as by the 
flock of eager little adorers at the quiet home 
in the west. Everything that was nice and 
pleasant was deferred until his arrival, and a 
queer variety of treasures were hoarded up for 
his inspection long before he came. 

And Uncle Gee amply rewarded his faithful 
adherents, for when he came, he brought 
universal sunshine with him, and was as ready 
to enter into all their pursuits and share all 
their games as the veriest child amongst them. 
He Was the best teacher of trapbat and rounders 
Bob and Tom knew for miles round ; and yet he 
was as skilful and neathanded at repairing the 
damages in Mary's doll house, and the fractures 
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of baby's doll, so that he might have been a 
carpenter by trade. 

So when at teatime, one summer evening, 
Mamma said to the children, who were all 
round the large long table, ** To-morrow Uncle 
Gee is coming ! ' ' they all burst out in one 
regular shout of delight, for this time he had 
gone on a visit to a friend first, and his young 
relations' calculations had been all put out, and 
they had been waiting day after day in the vain 
hope of seeing him. The noise and chatter 
round the tea table that evening were really 
deafening, and would have been quite annoying 
to anyone but Mamma, who smiled, and said it 
was a little taste of preparation for the uproar 
that always lasted all through Uncle Gee' s visit. 

And next day he came, to the great delight 
of all the young folks, and if he had been nearly 
as patient as Mamma, and quite as brave as 
Papa, (who did not even fear mad bulls, said 
baby!) why he would have been driven deaf, 
dumb, and blind, by all the voices talking in 
their loudest keys at once, or else would have 
expected to be torn in pieces by all the eager 
hands that clung to him and pulled him about. 
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I think Papa and Mamma, and Uncle Gee too, 
in spite of all their kindness and affection for 
the uproarious little mob, were thankful enough 
when the children's bedtime came, and they 
were all taken off, loudly declaring that it was 
not time yet. 

Next morning they were all up like larks, and. 
had finished dressing sooner than usual, but, to 
their great horror, they looked out and saw the 
sky covered with leaden clouds, and heard the 
steady, heavy drops of rain falling on the sky- 
light over the staircase. 

''What a nuisance," growled Bob and Tom, 
**when we wanted to try the new field, and 
Uncle Gee promised to have a game of cricket 
with us !" 

*'0 dear," said Mary, in dismay, ''and I 
wanted to show him the new hammock swing 
Papa has given us !" 

"We've lost our swing for certain," said 
Jeanie, who was a regular romp; "what a 
bother ! " 

" Rain, rain, go to Spain," chanted Baby, in 
her squeaky voice — while Dora joined in chorus. 

"Who's singing that contraband rhyme?" 
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said Papa, coming in ; *' I'm too thankful for the 
rain for the sake of my peas and potatoes !" 

" And the strawberries too," chimed in 
Mamma; "just think, children, how they were 
shrivelling for want of rain. 

*' But we can't get out," bawled all the 
children, " and now Uncle Gee's come we had 
such lots of things to show him ! 

"What's the matter now?" said Uncle Gee, 
coming in. " All this racket about a little rain ! 
Why, I was just thinking, while I was dressing, 
what a jolly day it would be to make a Kite !" 

"Make a Kite!" shouted Bob; " O how 
stunning; O Uncle Gee, can you show us how 
to do it?" 

" I think I can. Bob," replied his Uncle, " but 
at any rate we'll try, and with Mamma's help 
perhaps we can manage it. I dare say she will 
let us have the school-room to make all our 
litters in, and I shall want every man jack of 
you to help !" 

"Am I man jack too. Uncle Gee?" asked 
Baby, very anxiously. 

" I should think so," said Uncle Gee, kissing 
her, "a very useful one too ; you shall help with 
the fine fringy tail ! ' ' 
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And when breakfast was over, to work they 
all went. Papa found some capital slips of light 
thin wood, and lent his best knife into the bar- 
gain. Mamma contributed some beautiful white 
glazed lining to cover the frame with, and lent her 
nice glue pot as well. Uncle Gee soon had the 
long table in the school- room covered with all 
sorts of things, and had set everybody to work 
as well. Bob and Tom busily hammered, fixed, 
planed, and cut, till they hindered Uncle Gee 
terribly; and when he saw Mary take up the 
scissors, and begin to measure the calico, he 
stopped short, and called a truce. 

''Now,'' said he, ''if all are going to be at 
work, and no one master, we shall soon get into 
a fix, and knock over the whole concern. If we 
are to get the Kite made to-day, you must all 
obey orders. Mary, you and Jeanie can find 
me some strips of coloured paper, can't you, for 
the tail ; and Dora, ask Nelson if she can let us 
have a long ball of string." 

And so the work went on merrily. Bob and 
Tom doing the looking on, and Mary and Jean 
smoothing and snipping the bits for the tail, and 
making the tassel for the end. Dora fetched 
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brushed hair, and shining, clean faces, and took 
their places round the great table, they were 
about as merry a party as you would find any- 
where, in spite of the drenching rain, which had 
poured steadily on the whole day. 

**The Kite is getting beautifully dry and 
tight,'* said Uncle George, as he took the place 
left for him ; ** I peeped into the school-room as 
I came down, and I see it is drying fast and 
nicely. And what shall we make it ? A flying 
dragon, like the Chinese flags and lanterns?" 

*'Oyes! Uncle Gee," cried Dora, with his 
eyes as round as cricket balls ; *' do make it a 
dragon — a green dragon, with a fiery tail !" 

**0r a likeness — warranted genuine — of old 
Bogey himself," laughed Bob. 

** A fairy with wings," suggested Mary,'* with 
a star on her forehead, and a girdle round her 
waist." 

'* Or a ship," said Jeanie, her dark face glow- 
ing; '* a ship with masts and sails painted for 
her, because you know she ,does sail through 
the air. Uncle Gee ! " 

" Paint it like a daisy," said Baby, ** or make 
buttercups all over it ! " 
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*' Well, we'll see/' said Uncle Gee ; "when 
dinner is over we'll have a solemn council on 
the matter, and the most votes shall carry the 
day." 

'*Can anyone tell me anything particular 
about a Kite ? ' ' enquired Papa ; * ' I think there 
ought to be a story somewhere ; does anyone 
know it ? " 

*' I do," cried Tom, eagerly ; ** Dr. Franklin 
found out about lightning with a Kite, didn' the?" 

** Yes," replied Papa, "you are right Tom; 
but what did he find out by it, and how ? Do 
you know ? ' ' 

" No," said Tom, frankly; " I only remember 
he made a Kite. to find out something he wanted 
to know about lightning, and there was some- 
thing about a key, but I don't remember. Papa." 

" I am glad you recollected a little about it," 
said Papa, " and I will tell you what the story 
was. Franklin, as you know, had long studied 
the effect of storms, and what is called Electricity. 
He was busied with setting some plans to work, 
which would enable him to try some experi- 
ments on the subject. But one day, while he 
was thinking over the matter, it flashed across 
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his mind that a kite, such as he had seen his 
boys playing with, might help him to solve the 
puzzle. So he made one, not like yours, but 
out of a silk handkerchief, and fixed an iron 
point to the end of his stick, and where his string 
ended he hung a key. During the next thunder- 
storm that happened he went out and flew his 
kite ; and by these simple means found out what 
he had wanted to know. You would hardly un- 
derstand what the question was, or how it was 
explained to him in this way, until you are rather 
older, and are able to understand a little more 
of all the curious phenomena of electricity. You 
are all very much frightened and roused when 
we have a heavy thunderstorm, because it is such 
a terrible thing, that you see the danger, but 
some day you will know that the electric tele- 
graph we send messages by is the same power 
in a smaller, far smaller degree, turned to man's 
use. It is only God who can send the severe 
thunderstorm, which while it clears and purifies 
the air, and thus does a great deal of good, may 
also do a great deal of harm ; and to save some 
of this was, shortly, the object of Franklin's 
enquiries. He saw that if his idea was correct. 
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rods of iron might be planted near houses, or 
suspended from vessels, by which means the 
lightning would pass harmlessly down into the 
water or the earth." 

**And now," said Uncle Gee, ''we must 
thank Papa for his lesson, children, and a very 
good one it is, and go to our work, I think if 
you were all to ask Papa very nicely, he might 
perhaps give you a simple explanation about 
thunder and lightning; and I daresay his school 
children would not be sorry to hear it too." 

Papa promised to ** think about it," and then 
off weiit the happy party into the school-room, 
where they found the great Kite stretched out 
like a large white bird or a windmill sail. Very 
dry, and nice and flat it was, and delighted 
enough they all were with it. 

**Now," said Uncle Gee, '' once for all what 
is it to be ? A ship, a dragon, a Chinaman, or 
what ? It is to be put to the vote — ^what do you 
say. Bob, you are the eldest ? ' ' 

* ' What you like. Uncle Gee ! A dragon would 
be a jolly thing, but let it be as you like ! " 

*'I should like a ship," said Tom; '*a big 
ship, with sails and an anchor ! " 
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**We would rather leave it to Uncle Gee/' 
said the girls and Dora ; ' ' he is sure to make a 
capital thing of it, and he has an idea of some- 
thing or other, we think ! ' ' 

*' I shall make it into a flying fish, if you leave 
it to me," said Uncle Gee, laughing, '*so you 
had better arrange it among yourselves." 

And so there was a great deal of talking and 
chattering among them all, and at last they 
agreed to ask Uncle Gee to make it a bird. 

''We can't settle what kind of bird it is to 
be," said Bob; '*I wanted an eagle, but Tom 
liked an owl better, and Mary said she liked a 
ringdove, while Jeanie said it must be a peacock. 
Dora wanted a swan, and Baby bawled out for 
a robin ! So we' re not agreed in anything but 
that it is to be a bird. So you must decide out 
of all the number. Uncle Gee." 

** All right," was Uncle Gee's reply, and to 
work he went and painted away vigorously to 
the young ones' great delight, while they all 
looked on and made remarks as he sketched in 
the outline. But they begun to press round 
him so, and make such queer suggestions, that 
he declared he would not do another stroke till 
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they left him alone. So off they went to the 
other end of the table, and got the tail in order. 
It was a tail indeed! made of stripes of all 
coloured paper tied up, and ending with a tassel 
of various colours, whose fringes were feathery 
and full enough for a mandarin's pigtail. 

By the time that the tail was finished to the 
satisfaction of all, Uncle Gee had completed 
the Kite, and turning it round to the children, 
exhibited a bird of such a kind as had never 
been seen before ! It had the head of an owl, 
with its great staring eyes, the broad wings of 
an eagle, the neck of the ringdove, the ruddy 
breast of the robin, the many-eyed tail of the pea- 
cock, and the yellow webbed feet of the swan ! 

The children gazed at it for a moment in utter 
surprise, and then burst into shouts of approval. 

** There," said Uncle Gee, **I hope I have 
satisfied you all, and every one in particular. 
I am sure such a bird as this would make his 
fortune at the Zoological Gardens ! ' ' 

** Oh ! what a jolly fellow ! " shouted Bob and 
Tom, clapping their hands, while the girls 
danced round quite delighted. 

** Now," said Uncle Gee, ** I think to-morrow 
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will be a fine day after the rain, and we shall be 
able to make this fine fellow fly." 

So they tied on my tail, and made me 
thorouj^hly ready for the next morning's cruise, 
and then all went to bed the happiest set of 
little ones within fifty miles round. 

Many a flight I had with them over field and 
fallow, meadow and moor; many a dance I led 
them, and many a tree have I got entangled 
with, so that at last Bob became quite expert 
at climbing trees, and all owing to the practice 
he had in getting me out of scrapes. But time 
passed on, and when Bob and Tom went to 
school, Uncle Gee thought it was not safe to 
trust me to Dora and the girls, so he promised 
to make them another some day, and he gave 
mc to the Spenscrs ! So here you have an end 
of niv histor}', which contains, as you see now, 
no flying adventures at all. If I had time, I 
could tell you of many curious things I saw in 
mv airv fliv^hts, and some about the clouds I 
went so near. But I must defer that until 
another day, and meanwhile, in my turn, I ask 
our charming friend the Doll to oblige us with 
the account of her experiences in life. 




CHAPTER VI. 

OLL AND ALL HER 

IH," said the Doll, "can you not 
excuse me ? My poor little story 
is so very dull and flat after all we 
have heard, and, indeed, I am afraid I have not 
strength or vivacity enough to carry it through 
to the end! " 

" No, indeed, " replied the Ball, " we are not 
going to let you off. We are all of us taking 
our turns, and you must bear your share like 
the rest." 

"I am sure," said the Kite, in a pacifying 
manner, " our fair friend will be only too happy 
to do her part in this pleasant task ; she merely 
feels an amiable modesty, and undervalues her 
own charming powers." 

" You flatter me too much," replied the Doll, 
*' in all respects but one. But you are right in 
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believing I am anxious to oblige every one, for 
that is the case really. And so now I will do 
my best, only prefacing my humble story by 
saying that I really know nothing of my origin, 
or where I was made. My first conscious 
remembrance was that of lying on a beautiful 
carved table in the midst of a quantity of silk 
and lace. Two or three gay girls were sitting 
round the table and gossiping merrily, while 
their busy fingers flew at their pretty work. 
They were dressing myself and one or two of 
my sisters for their Christmas tree." 

** That is a piece of the first silk dress I ever 
had," said bright-haired Madeline, the eldest of 
them; '* I remember how proud I was of it, 
and how I enjoyed its rustle. It was short, you 
know, Laura, for I was a little girl then." 

*' You don't care so much about silk dresses 
now, Maddy, " replied Laura; *' I think a new 
riding habit is your present ambition, isn't it ? " 

''This piece will make the doll a very grand 
bodice," said Edith; "the pale blue suits her 
complexion, don't you think so, Maddy? That 
is a piece of my last year's sash." 

And so they chatted and worked, till I was 
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attired in a very tasteful and fashionable man- 
ner. For though, alas ! there are now no 
remains of my former charms, I was reckoned 
a great beauty in my day, and was indeed quite 
one of the belles of the season. I had real hair, 
very soft and flaxen, and what is more, real 
eyelashes and eyebrows ! You can see no trace 
of them now, for reasons I will relate presently. 
But without vanity, I may say I was charmingly 
pretty in those days, for I was the real model 
of a sweet fat baby child of about two years 
old. My face, neck, arms and feet had all the 
pretty wrinkles and dimples that adorn that 
age ; and the soft pink wax, delicately coloured, 
gave a very fair notion of the tender pinky skin. 
So with very good taste my lady milliners 
dressed me in a short full white India muslin 
frock over a pale blue silk slip, trimmed the 
bodice and sleeves lavishly with sashes, bows, 
and loops of the same, and tied a pretty blue 
ribbon carelessly through my very natural curls. 
My attire was completed by white open 
work socks, and blue kid shoes; but Maddy 
crowned all her work by her last addition. 
Running hastily upstairs, she brought down a 
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little box of small pearl beads, and after beings 
seated at a remote table by herself for half an 
hour, while her friends were busily employed in 
giving the finishing touches to another of our 
company, who was attired as Red Riding Hood, 
she came suddenly forward, saying gaily, — 

*' I think I have added a last grace to my 
doll that ought to be irresistible, and make her 
the admired of all beholders.'* 

And she showed on the tip of her finger a 
dainty little straw hat, coquettishly trimmed 
with a band of blue velvet, with a drooping 
fringe of blonde round the rim, having pearl 
drops to each point of the lace. 

I was duly admired, and on the eventful 
evening was considered the prettiest doll on 
the tree, and many a little childish face cast 
longing eyes upon me, vainly hoping I might 
fall to her lot. But mine was a different 
destiny — a far higher one, as I imagined then ! 
A dainty, lace-bordered ticket on my skirt 
showed that I was intended for Lady Alicia 
Wentworth, the little god-daughter of the lady 
of the house. After the festive evening was over, 
with all its glare of bright lights, and sounds 
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of young voices and gay music, I was taken 
down from my proud position, which had not 
been free from peril, owing to the dangerous 
neighbourhood of the lighted tapers to my 
flimsy skirts. Little Lady Alicia lived too far 
off, and was too fully engrossed with the gaieties 
of her own immediate surroundings, to come to 
the party ; and therefore I was most carefully 
packed in silver paper and wool, and sent to her. 

My first little mistress was not by any means 
a very engaging child. She was very sickly, 
which perhaps rendered her more fretful than 
she would otherwise have been ; but she would 
not have been so peevish, except for the fact 
that, as an only child, she had been spoiled 
and indulged to such an extent, that she could 
neither be happy nor contented herself, nor allow 
any one near her to be so either. When 
the lid of the box was opened, she, with a little 
momentary eagerness for the new toy, pulled 
off the silver paper and wool, and brought me 
out of my travelling box. 

" It's a horrid Baby Doll," she exclaimed, in a 
loud tone of angry disappointment, '* a stupid, 
old-fashioned, ugly Baby Doll ! and I hate them, 
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horrid, Stupid things; what did they send me that 
for ? " and she burst into a roar of passionate 
ill-temper. In vain did governess and maid try 
to pacify her; she screamed and pouted till her 
foolish, doting mother was obliged to sacrifice 
some visits she was going to make in order to 
drive in with her spoiled child to the nearest 
toy-shop, to purchase an expensive and more 
gaily-attired doll. 

** I can't think what Mrs. Levesque could have 
been thinking of," she murmured, pettishly, as 
she got into the carriage again, *' to send Alicia 
such a foolish thing, after making such a fuss 
about it too ! It has vexed the poor little thing 
so, and upset her too much, which Dr. Blueby 
says is so bad for' her !" 

So when they returned home, Alicia went off 
with her new purchase, for a few hours of good 
humour and peace, while her ladyship desired 
the governess to pack me up in the box, and 
send me down with her compliments to the 
Rectory, to Dr. Stewart's little daughter. Flora. 
I found my new home much more to my taste ; 
for, although also an only child, this little 
maiden was of a very different mind to the 
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Other. She was more delicate in health than 
the young lady at the Castle, for from a serious 
weakness of the spine she was obliged to lie 
down for many hours in the day, and was not 
able to run about and enjoy herself in the 
garden, as she often wished to do. But she 
was a naturally even-tempered child, and al- 
though she had long been motherless, her 
wise father had been a tender and judicious 
guardian, and her old nurse, who had watched 
over her from babyhood, lovedher as a child 
of her own. 

I was amply repaid for the slights and 
affronts I had experienced from Lady Alicia, 
when I was carried in my box to the reclining 
board where Flora was then lying, for her 
father, delighted enough to \>xing his patient 
little girl a new pleasure, carried me in himself, 
saying,— 

** Flora, here is a New Year's gift for you 
from the Castle. It is very kind of Lady 
Ennismore to remember my little girl. I am 
almost inclined to think it is a doll, my dear," he 
added, as Flora sat up and took the box, her thin 
hands trembling with eager joy, and her sallow 
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face flushing at the sight. When I was revealed 
to her, she gave one rapturous exclamation, and 
hugged me affectionately to her. 

'' O Papa, a doll, a real Baby Doll, and 
dressed in such lovely clothes ! Did you ever 
see anything so beautiful ! Oh, how kind of 
Lady Ennismore. I suppose she had some 
down for Lady Alicia to choose from.'* 

" It was very thoughtful and kind of her to 
remember you. Flora, and I must go and thank 
her for the great pleasure she has given you." 

Then nurse was summoned, and expected 
to go over all the beauties of the new doll half 
a dozen times at least; my hair, my eyelashes, 
and my dimpled neck and arms received their 
full share of admiration. Nothing could have 
more enraptured Flora, for she was the greatest 
baby worshipper in the parish, and many a poor 
little nursling owed most of its occasional treats 
to the petitions of Flora. And so now my happy 
life began. I was carefully nestled up every 
night on a soft pillow, covered with a fine pocket- 
handkerchief, and only handled and nursed 
in the most careful way in the world. I lived with 
little Flora Stewart for six years, and was in 
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nearly as good condition at the end of the time 
as at first. It is true, my complexion was some- 
what tarnished by the air and dust, and my hair 
had become a little thinner, but no careless 
scratch defaced my countenance, or awkward 
fracture had injured my frail limbs. My 
fine muslin frock, indeed, had been frequently 
washed, and my hat cleaned and re-trimmed, 
while a pretty silk mantle added to my wardrobe, 
hid a good deal of the faded hue of my azure 
decorations. But for the last two years I had 
been laid away carefully in a drawer, for Flora 
had long ceased playing with me, and valued 
me more as a treasure of her childish days than 
anything else. She was now a tall, slender girl 
of nearly eighteen, having by the aid of all the 
watchful care spent on her earlier years quite 
outgrown the tendency to disease that had so 
threatened her childhood. She had grown up 
with the same sweet, unselfish nature though, 
and old affection for little children that had been 
so remarkable even in her early years ; only that 
now she was able to be out among them all, and 
she might frequently be seen, the centre of a 
group of eager school children, all striving for 
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her notice, while the babes in the cottages, who 
could not speak yet, would greet her with a 
crow and a spring as they were taken in her 
gentle arms. I have never seen my dear second 
mistress since our parting ; but I have heard that 
she has little ones of her own now to love and 
care for, although they do not engross all her 
thoughts, for the little dark-skinned Hindoos 
will run to meet her as eagerly as her old 
school-class used to do ; for she married a 
clergyman, who went out to India, and she has 
never returned home since. Dr. Stewart died 
long before her departure, and the old Rectory 
home was broken up ; and when that happened, 
Flora gave me to a little child friend of hers, 
called Christie Johnson. 

My third mistress was the greatest trial I 
had ; for though she loved me dearly in a hasty 
sort of way, she was such a Tomboy, and so 
thoughtless, that under her charge I fell into 
numberless sad scrapes and accidents. Once 
I was dropped in the bath by Harold, her little 
brother, thereby losing what colour remained 
to me ; and another time I was run over by a 
waggon, having been dropped out of the baby's 
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perambulator, where I had been hastily placed, 
while Christie ran off to look for a bird's nest 
in a thorn bush. Under the awful crushing 
progress of that broad wheeled waggon both my 
wax arms and one of my legs were hopelessly 
smashed flat in the dusty road, my head and 
chest escaping by a miracle. Christie was 
terribly vexed at the catastrophe, but that did 
not mend my legs and arms, and I have there- 
fore ever since led a miserable maimed exist- 
ence. And the worst of it was that Alan and 
Willie had lost all respect for me, and never 
thought it necessary to be even commonly 
civil to me, now that my wax arms and legs 
were gone. I say legs purposely, for my sole 
remaining limb came to pieces by a fall down 
stairs. From that time my degradation com- 
menced, and my daily existence was a miserable 
series of petty tortures, such as the ingenuity 
of a boy could alone devise. I was now the 
helpless and defenceless prey of those foes of 
our race ; for Christie, although she occasionally 
rescued me from utter destruction, was too 
much of a romp herself, and too careless to 
look after my welfare thoroughly ! 
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And so I found myself now continually 
reduced to becoming a frequent and convenient 
missile to the boys during their incessant wars 
and struggles. The stumps of my legs and 
arms were so very convenient to lay hold of, 
as they swung me round their heads, before 
sending me whirling through the air, or as 
they more forcibly than eloquently expressed 

it — 

" Christie's torso of a doll is such a jolly 
thing to chuck at a fellow, when you can't 
hit him ! " 

Even little Harold, the two-year-old baby, 
who could not achieve such feats as these, 
could drag me about, as he did, by my poor 
stumps of legs, and cry, "Who buy ducks? I 
dot ducks a sell ! ' ' 

The life I led in that riotous nursery was 
indeed an ordeal, and during its course not 
only my few remaining charms were obliterated, 
like my eyes, which were perseveringly rattled 
into the back of my head by Ethel, but my 
wardrobe also vanished piecemeal. First my 
shoes went one by one, and the socks followed, 
no one knew how or where, but they were most 
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probably dropped out of doors somewhere, like 
my hat, which took flight in a rough wind at 
the seaside! For Christie's mode of carrying 
me when she took me out for a walk was 
original certainly, but not a model to be recom- 
mended to mothers of live dolls. She would 
tuck me roughly under one arm, without taking 
any trouble to see whether my head or my feet 
were uppermost, and would then set off at the 
round trot for which she was famous, and that 
had earned from her brothers her nickname, 
**the postman." 

The fictitious illnesses I have gone through 
would have furnished patients for the largest 
hospital in the world, but my last indisposition 
was of a character that made a more permanent 
alteration even in me. Now measles of a very 
malignant kind were at that time raging in 
the neighbourhood, and Christie's mother was 
very particular in keeping her children as much 
as possible out of the infection. Ethel, Christie' s 
youngest sister, a child of about six years of 
age, had heard this talked over in parlour and 
nursery, and had imbibed a secret terror of this 
mysterious sickness which seemed so much 
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dreaded by mother and nurse. And if mothers 
and nurses only suspected how very long the ears 
of little pitchers really are, and how much more 
they are inclined to take in all that should not 
concern them, I think they would be as careful 
as the House of Commons in sending out all in- 
truders when serious questions were debated in 
committee. I am only a doll, and have there- 
fore no vote in the matter, or else if I had a 
voice in the counsels of Home Government, I 
would suggest that the little ears which take in 
lessons and let them out again on the other side, 
and which have yet the power of catching and 
retaining all matters not necessary to their in- 
struction, should be excluded from all graver 
deliberations. 

But this is a digression, and as it is one that 
belongs to a world beyond our little kingdom, 
it is perhaps not quite my business to enter on 
it at all. Where was I in my story? I am 
quite ashamed of trespassing so on your 
patience; but time and hard usage have 
so enfeebled my poor broken memory, that I 
almost forget all I am doing or saying ! " 

** You were mentioning a serious illness that 
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occurred to you/' suggested the Humming 
Top, very gravely; "pray relieve our minds as 
to its symptoms and duration ! ' ' 

*'0h yes," resumed the Doll, languidly; '* I 
was telling you how I really had the measles 
when they were so prevalent in our neighbour- 
hood. Ethel, as I said before, was terribly 
alarmed at the vague disease; and not at all 
pleased with Baby Harold, who trotted soberly 
about the nursery, singing in his fcishion, 

" I dowing a have a measoos a morrer ! " till 
Ethel got hold of him, and drew such an awful 
picture of what she imagined they must be, 
including a plentiful allowance of powders, 
currant jam, and castor oil, that he roared in 
terror. 

** Whaf s the row here ?" asked Alan, loung- 
ing in at the time, and throwing himself full 
length on the hearth rug. 

** L dowing a have a measoos, and Efel says 
I sail be sick — so bad — and Smif ^ive me 
powders ! ' ' sobbed Harold, dolefully. 

"What rubbish!" growled Alan; "you're 
not going to have them, Harold; you can't till 
Ethel has had them first herself; you daren't, 
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you know ; don't you recollect what Nurse says 
when you want to be helped to pudding before 
her, — ' Age before honesty, Master Harold ; ' 
and so Ethel shall have the measles first too ! " 

** I wont, Alan," whined Ethel ; " if you say 
such horrid things, I'll tell Mamma. I shan't 
have the measles, shall I Nurse? " 

'* I hope not, from my heart," answered 
Nurse, very fervently; ** I've handful enough 
with you as it is, but goodness forbid you 
should be all laid up just now." 

Next morning, when Ethel was washed and 
dressed, and went into the day nursery to 
breakfast, Alan beckoned her out with a very 
grave face, and told her to follow him down to 
the school-room. She did so, full of curiosity 
at the unusual event ; but when he opened the 
door and led her in, she was still further puzzled. 
The tablecloth was laid for breakfast for the 
elder ones, but the blinds were all down, and 
on the t^-ble lay something stretched out under 
a towel. 

*' Take it off and look, Ethel," said Alan ; and 
when she did so, she started back in horror, for 
there I lay, with my face and throat all covered 
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with bright red round spots. " She has got 
the measles, Ethel/' said Alan, going off into 
roars of mischievous laughter. 

Poor Ethel shrieked and rushed away, sob- 
bing as if her heart would break, till there was 
such a commotion that Papa came in to see 
what was the matter. He was very angry 
indeed with Alan, and told him how cruel it 
was to frighten a younger child, and a girl too, 
in this manner ; and Alan's explanation that it 
was t)nly to punish Ethel for teasing little 
Harold did not make matters better. 

"You have no authority to punish any of 
your brothers and sisters," said Mr. Johnson; 
**and you have only reduced yourself to the 
level of Ethel's childish naughtiness by playing 
a trick very unworthy of you, and that might 
have led to worse results. Frightening any one 
is the most cruel sport that exists, and one of 
the most dangerous. When you fell out of the 
boat at Barmouth three months ago, Alan, you 
would have thought it very cruel of me to keep 
you holding on to the side of the boat, just 
to laugh at your fright at being so nearly 
drowned ! ' ' 
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** But Ethel's fright was so silly and unre^on- 
able," muttered Alan. 

** So are most alarms, Alan, but they cause 
the same suffering, and are sometimes as hurt- 
fur in their consequences. Don't let me ever 
hear of any thing of the kind again. You are, I 
know, very fond of all your brothers and sisters, 
and would not give them any pain willingly. 
Now remember, my boy, in future, that a pain of 
the mind, such as this fright, is infinitely worse 
than a severe blow, and it is not manly to hurt 
the weaker ones in any way." 

Alan was really sorry for the end of his freak, 
and he kissed Ethel, and remembered the lesson 
I have no doubt. But the silly little girl never 
liked me again, although Nurse washed me 
white, in her careful way, scrubbing off all the 
red paint with which Alan had so profusely 
embellished me. And after a while I had so 
completely fallen into oblivion, that I was un- 
disturbed, till one evening, some years after, 
when Ethel was fifteen, and had forgotten all 
about my early disfigurement, I was fetched 
out to amuse little Florry Spenser, who drank 
tea there, and she cuddled me up so tight, and 
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was SO loath to part with me, that she was 
allowed to carry me home, and played with 
me for some days. My reign, however, did 
not last very long, for when her aunt gave her 
a very grand new wax baby, I was cast aside, 
and have lived here ever since in the deepest 
seclusion, as you are all aware. And now, my 
friends, I have done my poor best in your 
service, and have finished. 

And the Doll sank back with a weary sigh. 

The Ball, who, by virtue of having been the 
first story teller, seemed to have taken on him- 
self the office of spokesman, made the Doll an 
elaborate compliment on her story, and then, as 
her representative, requested the Toy Kitchen 
to take up the next story. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE TOY kitchen; AND ITS MAKER. 

HIGH mine, said the Kitchen, will 
take you, I am afraid, ladies and 
gentlemen, into a lower class of 
society than you are used to. I am not much 
of a hand at telling stories, and can't find 
words to say what I would, but Til do my best. 
My first start in life is very easily described, for 
I am the handiwork of an old man who lived in 
a dark underground kitchen in one of the back 
streets of Westminster. Old Joe's neighbours 
were not, I am afraid, at all of a respectable 
kind, setting apart their poverty; but the old 
man held himself aloof and earned his scanty 
living, troubling no one, and interfering with 
none. From all I have heard him mutter to 
himself in his odd way while he was busy, and 
from what I heard his only visitor say, I think 
he must have been a paper-hanger or carpenter. 
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But he had been disabled from active work by 
a fall from a window which he was cleaning, 
and after that, had been sorely put to it, in 
order to earn a living. I am sure he must have 
had two little children at some time or other, 
and no doubt lost them from some of the 
countless illnesses which lie ready in waiting, 
like great flocks of wolves, for the poor children 
in great cities. Perhaps the wolf in their case 
was called *' Fever, " or perhaps *' Cholera *'; 
or, more likely still, ** Hunger," or *'Want 
of fresh air" ; but all I can tell is that they 
were both dead since their mother, who must 
have died and left them all early, and poor old 
Joe then cared no more to exert himself in 
seeking the work that was so hard to get, and 
so difficult to keep. 

The business the old man now took up, his 
trade, as he called it, was the making of little 
toy kitchens, which he hawked about once a 
week, and sold for the modest sum of twopence 
each. They were most ingeniously made out 
of pieces of very thin board, something of the 
same kind they make hat boxes of These 
pieces he bought in large quantities cheap, and 
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cut to suit his purpose. The floors were made 
of more solid wood, and the walls were papered 
with odd scraps of wall paper, sample patterns 
and such like, which some of his old employers 
gave him. The old man, with a few bits of 
wood, and the help of a little rough paint, 
constructed the rude likeness of a kitchen range, 
and a dresser, and very tidy little affairs we 
were for the price. 

** I should like to put a kitchen table," said 
old Joe, surveying me with a critical eye, half 
screwed up; ** it would make it more comferble 
like, and majce both ends match. But I can't 
do it for the money no how. Tm bound to 
make a penny at least on each one to pay for 
my time, so the table must wait till better 
days." 

I was a larger and better specimen of Joe's 
work, for I had been made at a time when the 
stock had been rather large, and prices low, 
and so I was generally kept as a sort of show 
article of what Joe cculd do when he liked. 
I had more room than Joe generally measured 
out to his usual kitchens, and having been 
originally papered with an especially neat and 
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** becoming" hanging, as Joe said, I had be- 
come quite a ruling favourite with the old man. 
I was now promoted to the place of honour on 
his tray, not for selling purposes, but for 
exhibition. 

" That there chap will cost fourpence,'* re- 
plied Joe to all his little customers when they 
picked me out; *' leastways one like him. This 
here, you see, is my adver-/ij^-ment. I couldn't 
afford to sell one like it for less than fourpence. 
The walls are so well papered, you see, and the 
bars of the range is shown, with the flames a 
rushin through 'em ! " 

" I should like a nice ittle kishin," said a fat, 
roley-poley little butcher's daughter to her 
burly father, as he was leisurely wandering 
outside his shop, admiring and looking over 
his nice joints of prime meat. 

**Like a what, my duck?" said the jolly 
butcher, lifting up the rosy little petitioner, and 
giving her an airy ride on his shoulder; ** what 
is it my pussy cat wants to-day of her dad ? ' ' 

"A kishin," said the child, **akishin — old 
man got such lots of kishins ! " 

The butcher gazed about him with a calm, 
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placid, satisfied air, like one of his own slain 
bullocks, when grazing peacefully in their 
meadows, and then catching sight of Joe in the 
distance, ran heavily after him with the de- 
lighted child. They soon reached the old man, 
and turned over his wares. 

** There's a booful one, dad," said the fat 
child, ** a booful one with a fire lighted ! Oh, I 
like that so much ! ' ' 

** rU bring ye one next week. Miss," replied 
old Joe, seeing they were good customers; '*this 
here ain't for sale, but I'll bring the fellow to 
he next week." 

** I want it now," pouted the child, peevishly. 

** What's the price of him, master?" asked 
the butcher. *' Don't be cross, Phoebe, you 
shall have it." 

*' I can't sell he," replied the old man, ** but 
I'll bring you another .just like it to-night, and 
it will be fourpence; I can't sell 'em no lower 
because of the time and trouble they takes." 

''I want it now, I want a kishin now," 
whined Phoebe, hiding her red, cross face on 
her father's shoulder. 

'* I'll give ye sixpence for that one, old chap," 
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said her father, positively, '* and if you won't sell 
it, you may go to Coventry, if you like ! '' 

" I wouldn't sell that one for a shilling for a 
reason I have," said Joe; *'but as little Miss 
have a set her heart on it so, I'll go back and 
fetch t'other one now. Will that do, little 
Missee? And if you are a good girl, and 
don't cry, and wait with patience till I come 
back, old Joe will bring you a kitchen table 
with it into the bargain ! " 

Like a sensible child, as she was, Phoebe said 
she would, and nodding a half reluctant and 
doubting farewell to the old man, she saw him 
set off at his best pace on his way home to 
fetch her the fellow kitchen to myself. And not 
for any sum of money would old Joe have 
broken any promise he had made to a child. 
When he got back to his dark, cold room, he 
found his one friendly visitor waiting for him, 
but only begged her to sit down and wait for 
him a little while so that he could run back to 
4 the child with the toy. He was more than 
rewarded, even in very profitable ways, for not 
only did the little girl, who had been eagerly 
watching for him on the steps, rush out clap- 
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ping her hands for the promised Kitchen, but 
the good-natured -butcher, seeing how the old 
man must have hurried to keep his word to the 
little one, gave him a nice bit of steak at the 
same time with the price of the toy, telling him 
he was afraid he would miss his dinner, and so, 
perhaps, that would make up. 

*' Thank ye, kindly," replied the old man, 
**but you see I ain't no dinner to lose to speak 
of, cos I always has a crust of bread and cheese, 
leastways, unless any kind soul gives me a old 
bone or some broken wittles ! ' ' 

**Well, you can have a cosy broil to-day," 
laughed the butcher; ** 'tis prime meat, and 
that rU answer for !" 

Poor old Joe trotted off in high glee with his 
prize, buying a *'happorth" of onions and a 
** pennorth of all sorts" to flavour his stew with. 
For old Joe, being a handy and sensible sort of 
fellow, had in course of time become quite a 
cook, with the poor scraps his scanty means 
furnished. Nor was he the only one to benefit . 
by it, for many a tea-cupful of what was 
proudly called *' broth " did Joe spare to one or 
two starving mothers hard by, for their ailing 
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little ones. But old Joe had a visitor to-day, 
his long lost wife's blind sister, and so he was 
proud indeed to make a feast in her honour ; 
and while his little scrap of meat was slowly- 
simmering, with the odds and ends of garden- 
stuff he had bought, Joe made his visitor as 
comfortable as he could, and gave her his 
kitchens to '* feel," as she could not see. 

** Fm getting quite a hand at making 'em, 
Liza," said the old man, cheerily; ''I've got 
quite a sight of little customers, and I think I 
shall get on by degrees, you know, werry slow, 
to make some better-most kinds, and sell the 
bigger ones at fourpence a-piece ! And then I 
can throw in a kitchen table into the bargain, 
you know, which will make 'em more completer." 

Poor blind Liza admired to his heart's con- 
tent, and felt us all over with her wonderfully 
sensitive fingers, which almost seemed to find 
out what sort of paper we were covered with, 
and she was not without her bit of proud satis- 
faction, too, for she had brought Joe a pretty 
little square basket, with a lid to it, which had 
been the work of her own poor, unguided 
fingers. She had been placed by a very chari- 
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table lady in a blind school, where she had 
learned basket-work, and she now was able to 
help her old mother by her work, which was dis- 
posed of for her at a shop established for that 
especial purpose in the Euston Road. 

Joe was mightily delighted with his basket, 
and said it was what he had been wanting all 
along to keep his coppers in on his tray of 
toys. And so, after a merry evening, Joe limped 
off to see the poor blind woman safe to her 
home, about three miles distant. This was old 
Joe's solitary holiday for many a month, for he 
had no friends and few acquaintances, except 
the poor women who came thankfully to him 
now and then for one of his savoury messes for 
their sick little ones, and they had no time to 
spare, for they were most of them poor hard- 
working drudges, who were very grateful for his 
help, and indeed often brought him their own 
poor scraps of food to cook for their little inva- 
lids, while they earned a few pence by washing, 
or hawking flowers, or fire papers. And the 
kind-hearted old man would stir and simmer the 
scanty scraps in his solitary saucepan, and take 
a world of care and pains with the '' broth " to 
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make it relishing for the poor sickly little babes. 
He would often put it into the cracked mug or 
pie-dish, and carry it himself to the forlorn 
sufferer, and stay and have a bit of merry chat. 
There was not a child in the neighbourhood who 
did not know and love Joe, and few indeed who 
had not received some small kindness from him. 
He was only a very poor and infirm old man, 
and had but little in his power to give or do, 
but what he could was all done so cheerfully 
and kindly, that the very sight of his old 
wrinkled, weather-beaten face seemed like sun- 
shine in the wretched rooms where poverty and 
want lived so hardly. 

More than one even of his little kitchens 
had been generously given away by Joe, and 
though they were really of no value, to him they 
were the produce of hours of labour and pains, 
and the means by which he earned his scanty 
living. Poor little Biddy Doolan, a small child, 
who had been wasting away many months in a 
slow decline, was found by her mother (who 
had gone to the dispensary for some medicine 
for her), lying back on the heap of straw, cold 
and lifeless, with the treasured kitchen, the one 



€ 




I08 TALES OF THE TOYS. 

toy of a long miserable childhood, cuddled fast 
in the thin stiff arms. Old Joe cried over her 
like a child, and was more active than ever in 
his errands among the sick children. He was 
at last christened '* Dr. Joe," by universal con- 
sent, and was really often sent for after the 
regular doctor, and he came as regularly, 
although he had no fee beyond the thanks of 
his poor little patients. 

I used always to accompany him in his weekly 
long journeys, holding the place of honour on 
the trays, next to Liza's basket, and many a 
funny scene have we witnessed together. Joe's 
customers were ** legion," for every child that 
could raise twopence was ready enough to buy 
one of the kitchens. And as times did get a 
little better, Joe was able to add the long wished- 
for wooden table, which gave a great finish and 
air of reality to his little constructions. His 
sales rose one third after this, and Joe's spirits 
went up with them. On Liza's next visit she 
suggested that he might make a parlour too, 
she thought, and old Joe, getting quite venture- 
some, jumped at the idea. 

''I've a cousin in service, Joe," said Liza^ 
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** she lives nurse at Mrs. Spencer's, and FU ask 
her if she can't save us up a few bits and 
scraps of print and muslin. I think I could help 
you a little too, even if 'tis only in a small way." 

** Thankee sure, Liza," replied Joe, delighted, 
** and now I'll tell ye what, you and mother 
come up some afternoon, and we'll see what we 
can do between us all. I'll see ye safe back 
at night." 

And blind Liza and her mother did come, 
and what between Liza's neat and clever fingers, 
her old mother's sharp eyes, and Joe's own 
handy work, they had speedily turned out half 
a dozen little parlours, that Joe fairly hopped 
round, shouting with delight. The cousin had 
been very generous and set them up with a 
tolerable hoard of bits and scraps, so that, what 
with paper and paint and all, they were, as Joe 
declared, **fit for a queen to live in." The 
walls were papered with Joe's choicest scraps, 
and the floor carpeted with a piece of print, 
while scraps of muslin stood for curtains. Liza 
had manufactured some square cushions of a 
suitable size, which did duty for ottomans, and 
a round piece of card board, glued on a pillar 
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leg, composed of an empty cotton reel painted 
brown, did duty for a centre table. Then Joe 
decorated the centre of the back wall with what 
he considered a splendid likeness of a grand 
drawing room grate. He looked at his work 
with great satisfaction, and was never weary of 
pointing out the best charms of each parlour to 
the old lady, Liza's mother, who really was a 
very useful and agreeable helper to the party. 
She perched her old horn spectacles on the 
tip of her little nose, and peeped in, suggesting 
improvements here and there, and she cut out 
the carpets quite tidily. Their only regret was 
that Liza could not see them too, but she was 
so cheerful, and guessed and described what the 
parlours were like so well, that they declared 
she must have eyes in the tips of her fingers. 

**Now," said Joe, as they finished the sixth 
by the dim light of a halfpenny dip, ** ladies, 
I'm uncommon obliged to you for your help, 
which great it is, and well I shall do by it, I 
don't doubt, but I'm afraid I shan't manage 
'em so well for myself arterwards." 

** O yes, you will Joe," replied Liza, cheer- 
fully; *'you know you always were a handy 
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man ; you can cut the carpets and curtains every 
bit as well as mother can. And as for the 
ottom/s, rU make you a dozen or two when 
I'm home, and FU bring 'em to you next week, 
or what's better still, you can fetch 'em. Don't 
you think its Joe's turn to return our visit, 
mother?" 

** Indeed I do," replied the old woman, **and 
Joseph knows he'll be welcome." 

And thus it was arranged, and in about ten 
days' time Joe went to their house, and carried 
them a very glowing account of the remarkable 
success that had attended him ** along of the 
parlours ;" he also opened his heart so much, that 
he actually took me with him, as an offering 
to Liza. I am very much afraid the glory of 
those horrid little new parlours had quite put 
him out of conceit with me. Liza had been 
as good as her word, and furnished Joe with a 
pocket full of ottomy's, all covered with gay 
shreds of chintz. The nurse at Mrs. Spencer's 
had sent them a most bountiful collection of 
bits, for she had spoken to her mistress, and 
told her the purpose she was collecting them 
for, and Mrs. Spenser, with her usual kindness. 
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had herself found a good parcel of bits to add 
to the store. 

On hearing this, Joe thought he could do no 
less than to leave me with his humble and 
grateful duty to the young ladies at Mrs. 
Spenser's house, on his way back to his own 
underground home. And so this is how I 
became a member of your circle, my friends, 
and have had the honour of being called on to 
amuse you in my turn. I believe, from a few 
words I heard nurse let fall some time ago, 
that my old master is still alive, and doing a 
flourishing trade in ** Kitchens and Parlours ! " 
And I have no doubt he is still carrying out 
his less lucrative, but charitable calling, among 
the sick children of his wretched neighbour- 
hood. 

** We are all much obliged to you for your 
history," said the Ball, ** which is quite as 
interesting as any we have heard this evening. 
And now I shall call upon our very fair friend 
the Shuttlecock for the next story," 





CHAPTER VIII. 



THE FATE OF THE SHUTTLECOCK. 



JH," simpered the Shuttlecock, "I 
am quite distracted at the idea of 
being called upon to take any part 
in public affairs. And, alas, how it will torture 
my sensitive feelings to recall to mind the 
bright scenes in which I appeared, and was 
once one of the most important actors ! Ah, 
my friends, although you see me reduced to 
this — to ibis miserable shadow of what I once 
was — you are not to imagine I was always thus 
faded, thus broken and destroyed ! No ! In 
my youth my heart was indeed light within me ; 
for was it not of the best and most expensive 
species of cork ? A portion of a noble tree that 
once waved its umbrageous branches in the fair 
land of Spain, and that fulfilled a better 
purpose, even than that of sheltering a fair 
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group of dark-eyed Castilian maids, by furnish- 
ing the substance that was to assume so fair a 
shape as I did once ! My outside was no less 
beautiful, for I was covered with the best and 
brightest hued scarlet morocco leather, and 
gilded richly besides, A noble coronet of 
graceful plumes, once white as driven snow, 
adorned me, plucked I* doubt not, from the 
soaring pinion of some beautiful bird. Not 
low, therefore, could have been the rank of 
him to whom I owe my existence ; indeed I have 
very little reason to doubt that he was of very 
ancient lineage and noble name. But alas ! It 
is unavailing to recall all these bright departed 
glories, which have long, long since fled, and 
left me the wreck you behold me ! ' ' 

So saying, the Shuttlecock feebly waved her 
last remaining dingy feather, and sank down 
on her side, as if in despair. But the Kite 
fanned her very busily ; and the Humming Top 
gave her such a long, tiresome lecture on the 
duty of being contented, that she speedily 
recovered herself, and continued her story. 

My first public appearance in life was on 
the occasion of a superb Fancy Fair, which 
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was held in the ancestral park of one of our 
country's proudest nobles. It was for the 
benefit of a distinguished charity, and some of 
the fairest and most fashionable ladies of the 
court were to hold stalls on the occasion. It 
was whispered that even Royalty or some of 
its branches might visit the spot, and therefore 
every effort was made to give the f^te a worthy 
success. Words would fail me were I to de- 
scribe to you the beauty of the scene on the 
important day. A monster marquee was erected 
on the most commanding site in the fine domain, 
and decorated gaily with the flags of all nations. 
A fine avenue of aged trees made a noble shel- 
tered walk for the gay visitors, and it led almost 
all the way to the marquee, the space between 
being covered with a smart scarlet-striped 
awning overhead. 

I had time to observe all this, as I was carried 
in a basket from the Castle, down the green 
slopes to the marquee, by one of the many smart 
ladies' maids in attendance. But when we 
entered, the effect, at once so fairy-like and so 
elegant, rendered me motionless and almost 
senseless. The interior was draped with pink 
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and green, and the elegant stalls were being 
laid out with all their pretty trifles. I was 
honoured with a place on the stall of the 
Duchess herself, and had therefore an excellent 
opportunity of witnessing the habits and man- 
ners of real high life, and I felt at once in my 
element. Here, thought I, am I placed in my 
natural sphere, a dweller with the fair and the 
noble, surrounded with rank and beauty, and 
breathing only the refined air of higher life. I 
was cut short in my musings by Lord Adolphus, 
the youngest son of the Duchess, who, with the 
charming vivacity so natural to his birth and 
station, abstracted me from the dainty basket 
in which I reposed, with a few companions of 
less merit. I was soon in full activity, and took 
my first flights to admiration, by the ready and 
graceful assistance of himself and a young 
companion, also a titled member of society. 

** What a jolly shuttlecock," remarked Lord 
Adolphus, **it goes as high as the top of the 
tent, I declare. I say, Gerry, do you think you 
could pitch it over, outside? I'll bet you two- 
pence you don't." 

** I'll lay six to one, I ^(?," replied Sir Gerald, 
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running eagerly out of the tent, with me in his 
hand. He did not exhibit quite the same amount 
of refinement as his noble young friend ; in fact, 
he was more like boys in general, and lacked 
that perfume^ if I may call it so, of high breed- 
ing which so signally showed itself in my earliest 
friend. Lord Adolphus. After a spirited contest 
between the two gallant boys, I was thrown 
over the marquee, and, after such a lofty and 
prolonged flight, fell exhausted, without the 
power of saving myself, into a little crystal pool 
of water close by. I heard my noble young 
playfellows searching for me everywhere, and 
began to entertain a deadly fear that I should 
be left in my watery prison. Luckily, the warm 
day and their game had made them thirsty, and 
they both came to quench their thirst here, 
little thinking of finding me, whom they had no 
doubt so long and vainly searched for. 

'*By Jove, Dolly," cried Sir Gerald, '^here's 
the shuttlecock after all ! ' ' 

'' What a lark," replied Lord Adolphus; '' it's 
been chucked into old Rosamond's well, and 
ought to come out beautiful for ever ! ' ' 

** I'm glad we found it," said Sir Gerald; 
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** or perhaps there' d have been a row. I saw 
Githa count 'em all, and she'd have been sure 
to bully us about it." 

**We could have given her the tin for it 
then," replied Adolphus, **only I'm so hard 
up just now. I owe a lot of money for sweets 
and tarts ; and I want to buy a cricket bat this 
quarter. But huUoa, Gerry, how wet the 
beggar is ? " 

But the dear gentlemanly fellow, soon reme- 
died this fault, for he wiped me carefully with 
his own cambric handkerchief, and I was not 
the worse, except that my coronet of plumes 
looked rather damp, or, as Sir Gerald facetiously 
expressed it, ** all draggletail ! " 

A little sojourn in the glowing Sun, soon 
restored my feathers to their early beauty, as 
I was carefully taken back, no worse for my 
pleasant little gambol, and placed in the basket 
again, on the Duchess's stall. The hour of 
opening arrived, one o'clock; but, out upon the 
cruel Fates ! long before the turning point of 
noon, lowering clouds had veiled the bright, 
too treacherously bright rays of the Sun, and 
heavy, drenching showers succeeded, ending in 
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a Steady downpour that promised to last out 
the day. Oh dear ! What ruin and destruction 
ensued to the elegant erection of the morning ! 
The marquee leaked in many places from the 
sudden violence of the storm, and none of the 
precautions, hastily taken, would make it quite 
water-tight. The unlucky visitors, with their 
gay summer dresses all sopped and clinging 
with wet, crowded in to gain what little shelter 
they could; and all was damp, dreary and 
desolate ! The higher class, more fortunate 
than the rest, accompanied the Duchess to the 
Castle; the stalls were deserted in favour of 
the younger, and less particular Among the 
gay party, and the marquee was only crowded 
by the more persevering vulgar mob, who were 
determined to have, as I heard one of the 
horrors avow, ** their full penn'orth," all they 
could see and get for their money. 

An evil destiny which seems to have fallen 
upon me early, relentlessly followed me now, 
and ruled my unwilling sacrifice. I was posi- 
tively sold from the stall of the Duchess, by 
her Grace's own maid, to a rich grocer in the 
city, for the sum of sixpence ! Oh, degradation 
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indeed! Fallen, fallen, fallen from my high 
estate indeed was I. No friendly hand inter- 
posed ; no better purchaser came, so I was 
ignominiously wrapped in paper and put in 
Mr. Figge's pocket. Nor had ruthless fortune 
yet done with me, for when I was carried to 
the abode of the Figge's, although I had been 
really destined as a gift to his only daughter, 
Araminta Philippina, I was, by mistake in the 
hurry of returning, dropped in the carriage, 
and although a vigorous search seemed to be 
made by the fine footman, he did not succeed 
in finding me, and I remained hid in a far back 
corner of the roomy equipage for some days. 
Had I fallen to the share of Araminta Philip- 
pina, I should at least have retained the small 
consolation of being incessantly pointed out 
as having been bought from the Duchess 
herself, and a faint ray of my lost station would 
have still glimmered about me. 

But, alas, on emerging from my obscurity, I 
found I had indeed fallen in life, and from the 
highest to the lowest, for I was now located in 
the Mews, where Mr. Figge's carriage was 
kept ; and having been found during its dusting 



TALES OF THE TOYS. 121 

and arrangement by the wife of the coachman, 
I was handed over to her horrible tribe of 
uncouth, ill-behaved children. 

Oh, for the language that I heard round 
me now ! It made my very feathers quiver 
sometimes ; and as for the flights I took now, 
— ugh — it makes me shudder to recall them ! 
I who had bathed in fair Rosamond's crystal 
stream, was now doomed to be plunged in the 
inky rills that ran in the gutters round the 
sooty roofs. My beautiful red leather cover 
was soon dyed a dingy black ; most of my 
feathers were violently pulled out by some of 
the younger ones, and the rest became some- 
what of the colour of a London sparrow. At 
last, as a sort of release from worse miseries, 
I was tossed up so high by the horrid little flat 
wooden bat, which now became the means of 
my ascending, (and that in the hands of the 
coachman's eldest son, was an instrument of 
indiscriminate torment to everything animate 
and inanimate), that I fell on the ledge of a 
back window in one of the houses in a square 
adjoining. The boy, I imagine, did not dare to 
go round to the house to ask for me again, and 
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was therefore reduced to his original stock of 
playthings, consisting chiefly of a mutilated 
ginger-beer bottle, some oyster shells, and a 
brickbat. 

Meanwhile I dwelt for some time on the 
window ledge, exposed to the wind and rain, 
but at any rate free from the vulgar annoyances 
to which I had been subjected of late. And this 
I could endure more calmly, and I had almost 
become resigned to my hard lot, when one day 
to my astonishment the window was opened. A 
young woman leant out with a hammer and 
nails in her hands, and proceeded to fix one in 
firmly on the side of the window. She did not 
see me, for I had become securely lodged in the 
other corner almost out of sight, and so she did 
not either pick me up, nor what I secretly feared 
most, throw me back again into the low haunts 
of my former miserable and odious life. She 
contented herself with merely hanging out a 
bird in its cage, and then partially closed the 
window again, and, I suppose, left the room. 

It is not my usual habit to make acquaintance 
too readily with strangers, and therefore I did 
not commence a conversation with my feathered 
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neighbour ; but, then, as you are doubtless well 
aware, birds are generally of a sociable disposi- 
tion, and prone to make remarks and enter into 
conversation with comparative strangers. And 
my new neighbour proved no exception to the 
rule, for he began to chatter and chirp in the 
most voluble manner, and had speedily related 
all his own personal history, and that of several 
members of his family. But I am not very fond 
of the affairs of people that do not belong to 
my own class, and therefore did not pay much 
attention to his gossip. He was of a prying 
disposition too, as very communicative people 
generally are, and seemed rather anxious to 
know all about me. But I rather politely but 
loftily repelled him, for I did not choose my 
misfortunes to be the common talk of such 
small people. So I briefly informed him I had 
been far better off, and indeed it was now, only 
owing to peculiar circumstances I wished to 
remain for a time in comparative retirement. 

From him I learned that his owner was the 
under housemaid at this house, and that she was 
shortly about to leave, having obtained another 
situation where there was less work to do. 
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The bird prattled in a lively fashion about the 
merry life he had led hitherto and the con- 
tinued change he had seen, and seemed to be 
quite looking forward to what he called **his 
next place/* 

** I only wish you were going with me, you 
poor thing; I am sure you must be moped to 
death with staying up here by yourself so long. 
Don't you think you could manage to roll into 
my cage, and then we could go off together? '* 

My propriety was terribly shocked by this 
proposal of the goldfinch's, and for some time I 
could give him no answer. 

** You silly thing ! " said he, angrily, at last, 
** surely you may travel with your own relations, 
and you know you and I must be kin, because 
we have both the distinguished ornament of 
feathers." 

This delicate compliment softened me a little, 
I must confess ! " said the Shuttlecock, bridling 
up with a very dignified air, which, in her 
dilapidated state, with her one ragged feather 
sticking out all awry, was a very comic affair. 
Consequently none of the toys could help 
laughing ; as for the Kite, he was so amused that 
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he waggled about like a sail in a rough wind. 
Even the languid, delicate Doll could not for- 
bear a feeble smile, and the Shuttlecock became 
so indignant, that she would have bounced out 
of the party, had her powers been equal to her 
spirit. But, alas, though her cork was still 
sound, her wings had departed, and the solitary 
draggletail feather was not sufficient to waft 
her above the rude mirth of her auditors. But 
she was so deeply offended that it took the 
Ball a long time, and a world of trouble, to 
pacify her. At last, on his hinting that as time 
was passing by he should be reduced to calling 
upon another member present for a story, she 
permitted herself to be pacified, and resumed 
her narrative, with a more haughty air, and in 
finer words than before: — 

" My poor autobiography can be concluded 
in very few words now, for I have but little 
more to relate. My feathered connection, for 
he certainly made his claim good to a distant 
relationship, would take no denial, and told 
me he had set his heart on taking me with him 
when he went; and that he had a plan of his 
own by which he would be able to carry out his 
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purpose. I therefore submitted to his decision, 
and counted the days, I must honestly own, 
very eagerly, until the period of our joint cap- 
tivity arrived. The evening before, my bird 
relation requested a friendly Breeze, with whom 
he was on friendly terms, to blow me close to 
his cage. I was then, I should tell you, pos- 
sessed still of several of my plumes, although 
they were in a dingy condition, and therefore 
more able to help myself. A good strong gust 
then, at the right moment, and carefully ad- 
justed to the right quarter, sufficed to take me 
to the ledge of the bird' s food box. From thence 
he speedily, though with some amount of hard 
work, managed to pull and drag me inside the 
cage, a friendly wire stretching widely for the 
purpose. My friend then carefully pushed me 
under his seed-box, knowing that as long as I 
was pretty well out of sight, his mistress, Mary, 
would not take much trouble about it. From 
former experience and frequent removes, he 
knew well she would only find time to tie him 
up, cage and all, in a blue handkerchief, and carry 
him off at the very last moment. All this came 
to pass, as he so sagely predicted, and after 
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being blinded-up in this fashion for some time, 
and jogged and shaken in a very uncomfortable 
manner, we came to our journey* s end in a 
bedroom in this house. We were not disturbed 
till next morning, for Mary had only time to 
give my friend his seed and water, before she 
set off on her new round of duties. Two days 
after, howevef, she managed to find time to 
think of the bird. 

** You shall go down stairs into the kitchen, 
my pretty Dick," said she, chirping to him, ** for 
cook says she is fond of birds, and will give me 
some sugar for you. But I must clean your cage 
first, for you are not fit to be seen, I'm sure, now !" 

And so saying, she proceeded to make Dick's 
house clean and neat, and in the course of 
doing so, she came upon me. ** Why, Dickey," 
she said, laughing, "have you been trying a 
game of shuttlecock, by way of sport ? How 
came this in your cage, I wonder ! ' ' 

Dick tried to explain in his bird fashion, and 
did so, / thought, very intelligibly, but, then, as 
you know, all human beings are so very difficult 
of comprehension. So she took me out in spite 
of all my poor cousin's protests, and laid me on 
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the table in her room. On the following Sun- 
day, when Mary was to stay at home with the 
little ones while nurse went to church, she re- 
membered me, and brought me down to amuse 
the young Spensers. Like all the rest of their 
race, they soon became tired of me, and I was 
thrust away in this dusty cupboard till now. Of 
all the histories that have been related to amuse 
you, none, I am sure, have surpassed mine for 
vicissitudes and changes. I was the early com- 
panion of Duchesses and Lords, and yet have 
been doomed to endure the society of coachmen 
and stable boys, and to be rescued from a rackety 
bird-cage to end my days in a dusty cupboard ! 

Then the Shuttlecock ceased to speak, and 
betook herself to her corner, to bewail in private 
the sad downfall she had endured. 

** And now,'' said the Ball, *4 will call upon 
our venerable friend, the Noah's Ark; I am 
sure he will be able to tell us a great deal that 
is very interesting about himself and his 
numerous tribe." 

The poor old Ark creaked slowly forward, and 
announced his willingness to add his history to 
the rest, beginning in the following words. 




CHAPTER IX. 

WHAT BECAME OF NOAH'S ARK AND ALL ITS BEASTS. 

MUST tell you a little about the hands 
that first made us, and to do so I 
must take you in fancy to the high 
Alps in Switzerland. There, during the long 
bright summer months, according to the practice 
of the country, the flocks and herds are pastured, 
only descending to the villages in autumn, when 
food and fodder grow scant. A temporary 
dwelling is erected, in which the Sennerin, the 
young girl who usually takes charge of them, 
lives for the season, and where she follows the 
dairy business peculiar to her calling. The 
long summer days pass so calmly and pleasantly 
there, while the cows and their young ones crop 
the juicy herbage of these mountain pastures. 
Meanwhile the shepherd lads, and those who 
are not busied in more active labours, often 
pass their leisure hours, while guarding their 

K 
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flocks with the help of their intelligent dogs, 
in carving cleverly some pretty little toys in 
the light wood peculiar to their province. 
These find a ready sale with the travellers, who 
climb these lofty heights to feast their eyes on 
the ranges of distant peaks and Alpine passes, 
that seem almost reaching up to the sky. 

Sitting on the grass, with their quaint, old- 
fashioned knives, these lads carve elegant and 
graceful trifles,^ that often eventually find their 
way into royal palaces, and are used by many 
dainty fingers. My maker, however, was more 
given to the construction of toys for children ; 
he preferred fashioning all kinds . of animals 
and reptiles, to making flower bestudded paper 
knives or perforated work baskets; and he 
found a very good and ready sale for all he 
had time to manufacture. By his patient and 
incessant industry, he had earned a comfortable 
living for many years for his blind and aged 
mother, to whom he was a most dutiful and 
tender son. Never a penny of Fritz's money 
was spent in idle folly, for neither gay ribbons 
for his hat nor silver buckles for his shoes 
ever wiled away his earned money from its 




THE SWISS SHEPHERDESS, 



TALES OF THE TOYS. IJI 

pious purpose. He certainly was a true but 
very humble admirer of our Sennerin, who was 
the only daughter of a rich farmer of the village ; 
and I had a few opportunities for noticing that 
she always prized more the simple Alpine roses, 
for which Fritz had climbed many a dangerous 
spot, than she did the elaborate carvings or 
purchased trinkets which were offered to her 
by others. I hope long ere this, Fritz, the 
good son and industrious villager, is the owner 
of the goodly farm, and the happy husband of 
the pretty Sennerin. But I did not remain 
long enough to know much of the progress of 
his affairs; for although it took him half the 
summer to make me and two similar Arks, 
we were readily disposed of at once, on his 
return to the village. The toy merchant made 
his yearly visit then, and carried us all off with 
a host of other articles of similar manufacture. 
I hope I may be excused for a little pardon- 
able vanity in describing our personal appear- 
ance to you; for, in common with you all, I 
have been also divested by time and rough 
usage of most of my early charms. When I 
was first springing from beneath the skilful 
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fingers of Fritz, I was the prettiest specimen 
of a model Swiss cottage set upon a boat floor, 
that ever was made. My walls were formed of 
the pretty very white species of wood, used by 
these deft shepherd carvers, and light, graceful 
openwork patterns were formed on them, by 
delicately cut cross pieces of a darker shade. 
The roof, with wide projecting eaves, after the 
regular chMet pattern, had its cross beams, 
and here and there the usual stones, laid on it, 
which, in the original structures, are placed 
there to add some weight of resistance to the 
furious mountain gales that come sweeping 
down the deep gorges. There was a row of 
windows, which were really cut out and glazed, 
through which you might obtain a view of the 
jumble of animals huddled together inside. A 
perforated gallery of light wood ran all round 
the walls half way up, from whence a staircase, 
general to these Swiss cottages, led down, and 
in this case terminated on the floor of the flat 
wooden boat, which of rather unusual depth, 
formed the bottom of the Ark. 

As to my contents, they were of a rather 
miscellaneous character, for although Fritz had 
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a natural love for animals, and considerable 
success in copying those with which he was 
acquainted, his knowledge of the more distant 
creation was limited to the quaint old woodcuts 
in his mother's Bible, in which they were drawn 
with more spirit and imagination than correct- 
ness. And so Fritz's horses, oxen, pigs, sheep, 
dogs, and goats were characteristic and good, 
but his elephant and camel, though original, 
were eccentric, to use a mild term. They were 
all executed, however, with great pains, and the 
wood from which they were carved was specially 
selected with a view to their colour and marks. 
Thus, for example, the tiger, though his outline 
and shape were rather doubtful, and he partook 
more than he should of the square frame of a 
cow, was cut out of a bit of wood where a knot 
had been, which caused it to be streaked in a 
manner very suitable to the stripes of that 
animal. The birds generally were a greater suc- 
cess, for with most of these Fritz was tolerably 
familiar. We had certainly all spent a very 
pleasant summer, high up in the Alps, with the 
most delicious clear sky overhead and the fra- 
grant herbage beneath. It was so calm and clear, 
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that the silence was broken alone by the far 
off sheep and goat bells, the faint low of the 
drowsy cattle, or the sweet song of distant birds. 
How often I have recalled that pleasant early 
life, which was so very speedily terminated. 

The toy merchant soon packed up his wares 
and departed, and we saw and heard nothing 
more, until we were unpacked from a huge case 
of other toys, and placed in the window of a 
famous toyshop in St. Paul's Churchyard. In 
the window there, for some months, we attracted 
numberless groups of delighted little admirers, 
but our high price placed us beyond the reach 
of most people. Our turn came at last; we 
were selected by a doating grandpapa for his 
pet little grand-daughter, and carefully packed 
up and taken to the abode of our future owner. 
The pretty little child was too young as yet to 
have such a beautiful and costly toy in her own 
charge, so her Mamma undertook the care of 
us, and Beatrice WcLS allowed to play with us 
occasionally. 

She was a queer little mortal, this new 
mistress of ours, and not particularly fond of 
toys in general. She was highly delighted at 
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first, and twice or thrice when she WcLS allowed 
to play with us, she arranged us carefully in 
pairs on the table. But when Nurse or 
Mamma tried to improve her knowledge, and 
give her a sly object lesson on zoology, Miss 
Beatrice grew refractory, and cared for us no 
more. Unfortunately on one occasion when 
her Mamma was seriously ill, the nurse gave 
us to her to play with, to keep her quiet, and 
the whole house being somewhat upset by the 
illness, the child was not taken much notice of. 
Alas, when Nurse came in the evening to collect 
my animals and put me away, she found a most 
deplorable state of things. Beatrice had been 
dragging me about as a carriage for her doll, 
and had thus damaged my pretty railed gallery 
and staircase pcist all mending. My roof was 
in three pieces, and the reckless little savage 
had first strewn all my beasts over the floor, 
and then as deliberately walked over them. Oh, 
what a havoc was there ! My poor dear cows 
and sheep, that had cost the ingenious Fritz 
so much time and trouble, had not three legs to 
boast of between them, and as for the birds, they 
were most of them pounded to pieces and bits. 
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I thought With bitter regret of the green moun- 
tain heights where we had so merrily proceeded 
under Fritz's laborious fingers, and had been 
the admiration of the whole little Swiss village. 

When Beatrice's mother was better, she was 
much vexed to hear what had happened to us, and 
was very angry indeed with Beatrice for her wil- 
ful mischief I believe from that time, the child 
took a dislike to us, for she was a capricious, odd- 
tempered little thing, and certainly never played 
with us without doing us some further injury. 
As for the animals, they were left and drop- 
ped all over the house. Poor old Grandmamma 
coming to spend the day, fell down and sprain- 
ed her ancle by treading on the elephant. The 
camel was thrown through one of the windows by 
a little boy visitor during a romp with Beatrice, 
and Aunt Priscilla was almost irreparably 
offended the last time she stayed there, by find- 
ing a wooden pig in her fur-lined slipper. She 
put her foot hastily in without seeing it, and hurt 
it so, that she declared she WcLS lame for a month 
afterwards. In short, we were always in trouble 
in some way or other, and Beatrice's mother 
more than once threatened to give us away. 
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It would have been a small consolation to us 
if our young owner had played with us sometimes, 
or taken ever so little pride in us. But no ; she 
only took us out to bring more shame and dis- 
grace on us, and on herself. For instance, once 
when her Godmother took her to church for the 
first time, Beatrice took her handkerchief 
out of her pocket, and with it a number of 
wooden animals, which fell in a pattering shower 
on the pavement. Naughty Beatrice would stop 
in the middle of the aisle and pick us all up, to 
the astonishment of the congregation, the horror 
of her Godmother, and the utter scandal of the 
grave old clerk. Nay, worse even, for when the 
sermon commenced, she rushed out of her seat, 
and began to hunt about under the people's feet 
in the free benches for a missing camelopard ! 

After this terrible mishap. Nurse laid 
hands on all the stray animals she could find, 
and clapped them all hastily into my box, 
shutting down the lid decidedly, and promising 
Beatrice she should see us no more. She was 
as good as her word, and hid us behind a great 
pile of clean dimity curtains in the linen closet, 
where we remained snugly packed away for 
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some time. But, alas ! one day our mischievous 
little mistress, during one of her prowls, chanced 
to see the open door of the linen closet, and 
could not resist a sudden raid upon it. To her 
great joy, she found us, and carefully lugging 
us out, she hid us in her little cot till bedtime. 

It happened to be the day of a dinner party, 
and all the servants were very busy with the 
preparations for it, while the lady of the house 
was equally engaged in superintending the 
arrangements. In the evening, while dinner 
was proceeding, Beatrice, well-dressed for 
the occasion, was taken down into the drawing- 
room, to wait till she could go in to dessert. 
Her nurse, no doubt, was using her ears and eyes 
in other matters, and so the mischievous little 
maid was left to her own devices. The results, 
however, were very unpleasantly visible to her 
Mamma, when having helped a lady to some 
trifle, she observed her become very red, and 
lay down her spoon. On enquiry, she found 
that she had met with a wooden frog in the 
trifle, and on further search, some more of my 
unlucky animals were found located among the 
sweet dishes. A huge dog was floundering in 
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the jelly, and a regular flight of birds had got 
about the blancmange. 

The end of this disagreeable affair was, that 
Miss Beatrice was sent to bed in dire disgrace, 
and the poor innocent animals, all sticky from 
their sweet bath, were consigned to the fire. 
The few remaining creatures that were left of 
all the numerous flock Fritz had so proudly 
made, were hastily gathered together, and with 
me, given away next morning. 

Our next owner was a little boy, a very quiet 
little fellow, to whom we became the greatest 
treasure in the world. He thought me the most 
beautiful toy that was ever made, although I 
was in such a sadly damaged condition. His 
only grief was, that my stock of animals had 
now dwindled down to about twenty, and of 
these, most were maimed or deficient in some 
way. However, he wisely made the best of 
a bad matter, and set to work to repair the 
damage as well as he could. With his elder 
brother's kind help, and the loan of a glue-.pot, 
he repaired, as neatly as possible, the breakage 
of my gallery and staircase. With pins, cork, 
and sealing-wax, he next proceeded to tinker-up 
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the poor mutilated animals, and succeeded in 
making them all stand pretty firmly once more. 
It would have done Fritz^s honest heart good 
to see how carefully the little fellow handled his 
masterpiece, and how very conscientiously he 
tried to put all to rights again. And if the 
horse had two odd scarlet legs made out of 
sealing-wax, it was better than going a cripple 
for life; and as for the squirrel, he need not 
have grumbled, for a black pin for a tail was 
better than none. To be sure, he did stick the 
bear's head on the wrong way, but then it did 
not much matter, it only looked as if he had 
met with a tree he wanted to climb, and was 
looking up it. 

And so once more we were patched up into 
ordinary respectability, and so pretty did we 
look, even in our less bright condition, that at 
last, as Harry was a little too old to play with 
such toys, and cared much more for making 
and mending them, we were laid out in great 
style, and to as much advantage, on the little 
chess table in the bow window, and covered 
with a glass shade to preserve us from the dust ! 

Here we dwelt in state for some years, while 
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Harry grew up and went to school, and after 
that to college, and ceased to care for such 
trifles. And then his mother gave us to Celia 
Spenser, on her birthday, who was much de- 
lighted, and for a long while we were a very 
favourite toy of hers ; but her little brothers and 
sister made fresh ravages on our impaired 
value, although it is but fair to say the mis- 
fortunes were unintentional, and they were 
really sorry when they had broken any of my 
beams, or lost an animal. And now our turn 
has come to be cast aside, and so here we are 
with the rest of the old pensioners ! 

And having said this, the Ark creaked his lid 
down again, and finished his story, for which 
he received the thanks of all the assembled 
party. 

"Now," said the Ball, musing gravely, "I 
shall call next in order on the Marbles to relate 
their general history, and as I don't know 
which of them to ask first, I must call upon 
them collectively." 





CHAPTER X. 

THE MARBLES AND THEIR PROCEEDINGS. 

E are of what may be styled republi- 
can principles," said a large China 
Marble, rolling out of the heap. ** Of 
all the speakers who have already come forward, 
the Kite, Doll, and yourself, for instance, are 
simple individuals. The Tea-things are a large 
family, under the rule of their mother, the Tea- 
pot ; a kind of domestic despotism. The 
Noah's Ark might represent a constitutional 
or limited monarchy, where the Ark is a sort 
of governing or holding together of the rest 
of the members. And so they have all very 
properly, as representatives, related their own 
peculiar history. But we Marbles are a republic, 
and therefore can't quite tell all our story as 
one, because several kinds or classes of us 
wish to tell their own separate tale." 

** I daresay this is all very clever, and very 
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true/' replied the Ball, suppressing a yawn; 
**but I don't quite understand all you have 
said. HtDwever, let that pass ; the only question 
before us is, how the proceedings are to be 
arranged in this manner. I think, as President 
of our party, I can hardly allow all of you to 
relate a distinct story, because there are several 
other people who are waiting in their turn, and 
it is due to them, as well as fair to the rest, not 
forgetting those who hav3^ gone before, fhat w:e 
should not spend all our time in h^i^l^ 
separately half a dozen members of your ptwijff'' 

"But we have no story to tell as a body," 
urged a Bright Glass Marble; ** if you won't 
hear us separately, we have no whole adventure 
to relate worth mentioning." 

The Ball, somewhat puzzled, consulted 
gravely with the rest ; and after whispering in 
one comer with the Kite, and in another with 
the Rocking Horse — after having failed in 
obtaining any opinion from the Doll, who was 
too languid to care much about the matter, 
and having skilfully evaded the Humming Top, 
who had more to say on the subject than any 
one cared to hear — he once more took his place, 
and gave his decision thus : — 
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"After a consultation and council with 
several distinguished members of our party, 
I am happy to tell you that we are willing to 
allow three of you to relate your separate 
stories, on the distinct understanding that they 
do not exceed, in their united length, the 
narrations that have gone before." 

On behalf of his companions, the China 
Marble who had first spoken, willingly agreed 
to the terms, and called upon the Bright Glass 
Marble to speak first. And so the small green 
glassy thing rolled smoothly forward, looking 
like a little curled-up snake, and began to 
speak. 

" I am not going to relate to you the usual 
pursuits and habits of a common Marble ! I 
am not made like them of mere earth or clay, 
but of glass — bright shining glass — the result 
of a marvellous combination of different things 
by the aid of chemical skill and knowledge. 
These delicate threads that you can perceive 
winding gracefully and symmetrically through 
me are of Venetian origin, and the mode of 
making them — once a trade secret— was first 
discovered in that **clty of an hundred isles." 



TALES OF THE TOYS. 1 45 

I was not baked in a hot oven, as my humbler 
brethren are, but melted and cleared again 
and again in a far fiercer heat, until my nature 
became refined and purified, and my clear 
colour green as the sea which glides like a 
glittering network through and round Venice. 

Nor was all this trouble taken with me only 
that I might become a mere child's toy, like 
these dingy, earthen globes ; no ! I was designed 
to become a member of a charming party, 
who lived in separate apartments, on a large 
mahogany board, and our party was elegantly 
called for that reason by the French name of 
Solitaire! Some of my family were crimson, 
some blue, some striped like sea-shells, some 
flaked with gold, but all beautiful. We lived 
for a long time appropriately enough in the 
Crystal Palace, where we lay with hosts of 
other brilliant things, too numerous to mention, 
on a long counter in the Bohemian Court. I 
may say, without vanity, that we were the ob- 
jects of admiration to thousands, and many of 
our sparkling host were carried off like trophies, 
to adorn the mansions of the great and noble. 

My destination was at first a fortunate one; 
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but, alas, in common with yourselves, / have 
also met with reverses in life; and on me^ poor 
little me. Fate seems to have poured out all her 
hardest punishment. We were purchased at 
first by Lord Latimer for his little daughter 
Florine, and for a while laid on inlaid tables 
and were only handled by fair and jewelled 
fingers. I need not enter into the plan of the 
game of Solitaire, which had just then come out 
fresh, and was universally popular, for, as in 
many other cases what is play to others is 
work to us. I had nothing to complain of, how- 
ever, for my fair young mistress was very gentle 
and lady-like, and skilled in the game, so that 
we were daintily used and carefully kept. In- 
deed while we breathed the perfumed air of 
that luxurious boudoir, sweetened with the 
rarest exotic flowers, and ornamented with 
every graceful trinket and toy that could please 
its owner, our life passed like a fairy dream. 
But sweet and amiable as Florine was, she too 
had her faults, and a love of change and novelty 
was one of them. When she had possessed us 
a brief year, she grew weary of us, and passed 
on to other amusements. Her whole thoughts 
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were now given to table croquet, and we lay 
idle and disused. At last one day we were 
coolly given away to little Rosie Herbert, a 
small friend of hers, who carried us exultingly 
off at once. Unluckily our new owner was a 
mere raw school girl, and having no mother, 
and more of her own way than was good for 
her, we were taken by her to school, and 
there we ran the gauntlet of twenty or thirty 
school girls, and never knew ten minutes' peace 
through the day, except at meal times. We 
now became acquainted with rough treatment, 
for we were usually sent rolling on the floor 
into all corners of the room half a dozen times 
a day, and many of my friends were lost entirely 
by these means. What became of them event- 
ually I do not know, as we never met all together 
again, the vacant place in the board being 
filled up by Rosie with beans, neighbours, I need 
hardly say, not by any means acceptable to the 
poor remainder of us ! What we underwent at 
that dreadful school, or even a tithe of the 
mischievous pranks we saw there, would take 
too long a time to describe; and the only 
wonder is, that any of us escaped to tell the 
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tale, for when our novelty wore off, the value 
for us lessened also. One unscrupulous girl 
made frequent use of us to torment her enemies 
by putting some of us in their beHs, others in 
their shoes, nay, even one girl narrowly escaped 
choking by nearly swallowing me in a cup of 
tea, into which I had been slily slipped. One 
or two of us broke a few window panes, and we 
were frequently sent rolling about the writing 
table, until at last Miss Blunt desired Rosie to 
collect us all, and keep us in her play-box till 
the holidays, on pain of entire confiscation. 

We then, or at least the few survivors of our 
once numerous band, hoped we had now at last 
a little interval of peace, before we retired into 
private life. On once more emerging from 
obscurity, and accompanying Rosie home, we 
found that our chance was not much improved, 
for we were continually being slily purloined 
to replenish her brother Robert's marble bag. 
For a long time I had seen my companions 
gradually disappearing one by one, and dreaded 
the time when I too must follow, and at last the 
terrible moment arrived. I was carried off, and 
once more became a haunter of a school, but 
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this time it was one for boys, and from my 
former experience, I was in utter despair at 
the fate before me. Fortunately, however, in 
the first game of marbles in which Robert in- 
dulged after I came into his possession, I was 
won by Frank Spenser. He was just on the 
eve of leaving school, and consequently I had 
no very unpleasant encounters to anticipate. 
With the rest of my companions! was put aside 
and forgotten, and that is how I came to reside 
in the toy cupboard ! ' ' 

**Well,'' said one of the common marbles, 
coming forward, ** /can't lay any claim to such 
a fine appearance, nor shall I be able to relate 
such a distinguished history. My origin is 
humble enough, for I am made of clay, in 
common with many other things of far more 
importance than marbles. My first appearance 
in life was in a wicker basket with a lot of 
others in the dingy window of old Spattleberry's 
shop, where we lived in company with bottles 
of lollipops, ginger beer, jam tarts, .string, 
slate pencil, tops, knives, and parliament. I 
have lived in a public school almost all my life, 
and I only wish I could get back there once 
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more. None of your grand scented drawing* 
rooms and faddling girls for me ! I prefer boys 
for companions, and revel in a playground; 
why I don't even object to a jacket pocket ! I 
can't say I have exactly a partiality for pockets 
in general, for my friends, the boys, are rather 
apt to put queer things in them, such as biscuit 
crumbs, beetles, fishing worms, and a host of 
other odds and ends, not to mention an oc- 
casional snake. But I've been very lucky, for 
I was a favourite alley, and have a bright red 
ring round me, so that I was pretty generally 
kept in careful quarters. Oh ! how many jolly 
games I have had in the capital playground of 
Dewberry Grammar School with my owner, 
Ben Baily, and his chum. Bill Smith. The 
marbles I won for him, helped by his own good 
play, for he was a first-rate player, made quite 
a goodly store in his playbox. Many a boy 
who had been so lucky, and who played so well, 
would have sold them secretly to old Spattle- 
berry, as indeed I have known some mean boys 
do. But Ben was an honest, open-hearted 
fellow, born to be a sailor, so I was not sur- 
prised to hear of him afterwards as a naval 
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cadet, going through a course of training in 
the "Dreadnought" frigate. But at the time 
I knew him he was only a truthful, frank school- 
boy, very mischievous, and getting into lots of 
scrapes, but then they were never wicked ones, 
or likely to do harm to anybody, and only aris- 
ing from the spirit of fun in him, that brimmed 
over sometimes. 

I soon discovered how his hoard of marbles 
gradually melted away, for I saw him several 
times fill the empty bag of a little fellow who 
had lost his all, and who found a generous 
friend in Ben. But though he was very kind 
to the little ones, and liberal too in his way, 
nothing roused him to a regular raging passion 
quicker than meanness or cheating. Now little 
Sam Markham, who first bought me from old 
Spattleberry, was the meanest little sneak that 
ever lived, and did not care what he did, so 
long as he was not found out. Ben had an 
instinctive dislike of him, and never played with 
him, so that there was a sort of unspoken feud 
between them. Mean little Sam feared Ben's 
blunt, straightforward ways ; and Ben had a 
sort of big contempt for Sam's trickfulness and 
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shifty ways, ai^d so they gave each other usually^ 
what Ben would have called, a ''wide berth." 

But one day, Ben happened to perch himself 
on a very high bough of the old elm tree that 
stood in a corner of the playground ; for he was 
always given to climbing, and that he knew 
from long experience was a secure nook to rest 
in away from intrusion. Many a summer holi- 
day did he spend studying Robinson Crusoe, 
or Peter Simple, or something of that sort. 
But on this day he happened to have got 
'* Snarley-yow," which some chum had lent him, 
and he was deaf and blind to almost everything. 
But a loud squabble under the tree at last 
aroused him a little, and ''It's not fair, Sam; 
I know you're cheating," reached his ears ; and 
shaking himself like a waking dog, he peered 
down through the leaves and branches to see 
what was the matter. There stood Sam, his 
eyes twinkling, and his mouth grinning from 
ear to ear, as he pocketed a lot of marbles, 
confiscated from " blundering Bill," as William 
Smith was politely christened by the boys. 
Now Bill was a good deal younger than that 
little sharper, Sam, and a novice to boot in the 
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game, and so was not near a match for him. 
Ben's honest blood boiled, and he only waited 
a few minutes just to witness some most gross 
cheating, and to see poor Bill turn away with 
his empty bag, when he slid down the old tree 
trunk like a thunderbolt, coming down upon 
sly Sam, and sending all his ill-gotten gains 
spinning to every corner of the playground. 
Sam had the soundest thrashing he had ever 
experienced, and was mulcted besides of all the 
marbles he had robbed Bill of; and though 
Ben was scarcely his equal in size, and a year 
younger, he was far too formidable and un- 
compromising an antagonist for Sam to contend 
openly with. So he resigned his ill-gotten 
plunder, and slunk off rubbing his shoulders, 
while Ben picked up *^ Snarley-yow," which he 
had pitched away in the beginning of the fray, 
and somewhat too tired to re-climb his favourite 
look-out, threw himself on a patch of grass 
hard by. From that hour the friendship of 
little Bill Smith and Ben was sealed and 
cemented by Bill's giving and Ben's taking 
me as an offering, each ignorant that I had 
really originally belonged to Sam. The latter 
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was too cowardly to reclaim even his own, and 
therefore contented himself from that time by 
lavishing every petty but secret malignity he 
could devise upon the two friends. But Ben 
very speedily left Dewberry, and went to the 
Naval School, and gave me with one or two 
more especiar favourites to Frank Spenser." 

" I believe I am the next delegate," said a fine 
bright, speckled marble, rolling forward ; **and 
I consider it only candid to warn you that I am 
not what I may appear to be. My outward 
looks would lead you to suppose I was made of 
agate, or polished stone at least, but I have 
really been the innocent cause of so much 
deception that I think it only right to state at 
the beginning that I am only composed of 
some species of chinaware, so highly glazed as 
to appear like a better material. We found a 
very ready sale at the better class of toy shops, 
and were very popular among the young fry, 
who cared more for outward looks, and were 
not so skilful in selecting really good articles 
as the bigger boys. 

I was purchased at the ** Civet Cat," in 
Brompton, by little Augusta Finekyn, as a 
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present for her brother Fred on his approaching 
birthday, and as I cost the large sum of four- 
pence, she had saved a month's pocket money 
for the purpose. She intended to keep me as 
a profound secret until the auspicious day ; but 
her plan was really defeated by several unlucky 
mishaps. First of all, she dropped me in the 
middle of a crowded crossing, and was very 
nearly run over by an omnibus in her search 
for me, and only rescued by the old crossing 
sweeper. The paper in which I had been 
wrapped was so saturated with mud, that she 
was obliged to take it off and wrap me in a 
corner of her pocket handkerchief. When she 
arrived at home she took off her things, forget- 
ting me in her hurry, and ran down to dinner. 
During that meal, having occasion to want her 
handkerchief she drew it out of her pocket and 
me with it, sending me rolling among the 
dishes and plates, to her great dismay. 
However, Freddy was good-natured, and did 
not wish to vex his little sister, and so he 
pretended not to see me. Three days intervened 
before the birthday, and incessantly during 
that time did luckless Augusta contrive to drop 
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me about in the oddest places, putting Fred's 
gravity and good humour to the sorest test 
possible, and I think both were equally relieved 
when the day arrived at last, and she was able 
to present it in due form. Fred had plenty of 
marbles of a better kind and more suitable for 
playing, but he did not vex his affectionate 
little sister by telling her so. For a long time 
I was kept in his desk with a funny jumble of 
other odds and ends not often wanted, but 
never exposed to view, for poor Fred on first 
returning to school had innocently exhibited 
me as an agate marble, fully believing I really 
was so. But a more knowing boy, the son of 
a working jeweller who was on the same form 
with him, soon undeceived him, and from that 
time, with natural disgust at having been ** so 
green," as his schoolfellow said, Fred carefully 
buried me in the recesses of his desk, and 
showed me no more. 

When he left school I went back among his 
other valuables, and was buried for many years 
in his old playbox. But one day I was rum- 
maged out with a host of other antiquated 
things and laid on the table. A very smart young 
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lady in'a gay muslin dress, plentifully be-dropped 
with knots of ribbon, seemed to be ** tidying 
up " as she called it ; a process that appeared 
to me to consist in routing out and clearing 
away all the old hoards, and making the room 
as bare as an empty shop. 

** Oh dear," she laughed, as I tumbled out 
with the rest of the boyish treasures; ** here's 
that wretched old marble, which was not agate 
after all. The little horror ! Here, Jane, give it 
to Cook ; she wanted a marble the other day to 
put into her tea-kettle, and this will be just the 
thing for her." 

And so I was consigned to Cook, and for 
many months continued to roll and rattle about 
in the bottom of her horrid old black tea-kettle, 
accumulating all the disagreeable ** fur," as she 
called it, that is generally found lining the in- 
side of a kettle where the water in use is very 
hard. My pretty streaks and spots soon dis- 
appeared beneath this dreadful covering, and 
no one now — not even Fred Finekyn himself — 
(far less the airyfied young lady, into whom my 
early admirer, Augusta, had merged), would 
have recognised the gay and polished marble 
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in the rough, stony-looking lump that made 
such a dull clatter in the kettle. 

But all things come to an end, even long 
captivities, and so one happy day saw me, still 
an inhabitant of the old kettle, sold at the 
sale, which took place when the Finekyns went 
** abroad." After this I resided for some time 
at a marine store-shop, and there my house 
and I parted company, and I was sent once 
more into the world as a marble, for the kettle 
was sold elsewhere, and I was dropped out 
during the examination of the old woman pur- 
chaser. When I was picked up, the shopman 
soon finding out that I was worth looking at, 
cleaned me, and restored me to a faint likeness 
of my former show, and sold me for the reduced 
price of twopence to an eager school boy. After 
a good many vicissitudes and changes, I came 
into Frank Spenser's possession, and became, 
with the rest, an inmate of the toy-cupboard." 

The Ball, spying another little marble rolling 
forward as if to speak, returned thanks to them 
for their three stories, and called on the 
Rocking- Horse to be the next entertainer. 









CHAPTER XI. 

WHY THE ROCKING HORSE RAN AWAY. 

COULD tell you lots of stories," said 
the Rocking Horse, stumbling and 
limping forward, as lightly as he 
could with his mutilated members, ** for I have 
really seen so much of life, and have had 
so many little riders in turn. There was my 
first owner, dear bright golden-haired Charlie, 
**Bonnie Prince Charlie," as he was called by all, 
with his bright smile, and sunny eyes, and his 
musical laugh. He was going to be a knight- 
errant, and ride about all over the country, 
rescuing distressed damsels, and setting cap- 
tives free, and fighting at least ten people at 
once ! There was a pretty little girl, who used 
to come sometimes to spend the day with his 
sisters, and Charlie was very fond of her, calling 
her his princess. Little Julia was a nice child, 
and was never better pleased than when she 
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was mounted on me behind Charley, with her 
fat arms clasped tight round his waist. The 
stories that boy used to invent, surpassed 
anything I ever heard before or since ; I am 
sure he must have read a good deal, and 
remembered it all too, to be able to describe 
the things he did. And Julia used to cuddle 
up to him, and say what he bid her, for she 
was a sweet, docile little thing, but she did not 
understand a tenth part of what he told her, 
and she used to get so frightened, and cling so 
tight, and call out ** O Charlie, don't rock so 
hard, please," when he grew excited and set me 
off at first rate speed. And then Charlie used 
to say, *'You must not say that, Judy; you 
ought to say. Pray lessen your speed, gallant 
knight, your war charger is so fleet!" and 
Julia would say so, and all went smoothly 
enough till Charlie went off again full pelt, and 
then the whole thing was gone over again. 
But one day, one warm summer evening, 
Charlie was a little more wild than usual, and 
forgetting what he was about, he rocked too 
furiously, and down we all came together. It 
did not much matter to Charlie and me, for it 
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was neither our second nor third tumble, and 
he used only to jump up again, and rush to see 
whether I was damaged, before he looked at 
his own bruised knees, and say, ** That was a 
horrid spill, old boy, but never mind, we hav'nt 
damaged jy(?«r knees, anyhow ! " 

But this time it was a more serious case, and I 
lay uncared for, while Charlie scrambled hastily 
up, and, like a brave boy, looked first after 
his poor little playmate. She was more hurt 
than either, and lay moaning piteously, till 
Charlie ran in a fright and fetched his mother. 
When the doctor came, as he did pretty quickly, 
he said poor Julia's little fat arm was broken, 
and she could not be removed, even home. 
Oh, what a sad time that was; the whole house- 
hold seemed to watch night and day over the 
little patient sufferer, and poor Charlie roamed 
about in a miserable and distracted way that 
was quite sad to see. She was delirious and 
in some danger for a time; and while it lasted 
Charlie came and sat by me and told me all 
his sorrow in the most disconsolate way in 
the world. 

** You've broken your leg, gallant grey," he 

M 
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said to me ; ** but then the carpenter can mend 
that with no great ado, and Tve sprained my 
ancle, but that's nothing, for it does not hurt 
much, and I can easily bear that ; but I wish we 
had both broken all our legs, before dear little 
Julia had been hurt. Tm afraid I shall never 
be a good knight now ! " 

And then he laid his head on his knees, and 
actually cried bitterly. But all turned out better 
in the end, for the doctor cured Julia, and when 
the patient little girl grew better, all her care 
was to comfort Charlie, and she left her own 
mother (who had come to nurse her), no peace 
until she had formally forgiven Charlie. But 
poor contrite Charlie could not so readily for- 
give himself, and as a proof of his real wish to 
cure himself of his careless habits, he gave 
me away to Philip Reeves, an old friend of 
his, taking tender care to have me effectually 
mended up, and bidding me a most affectionate 
farewell. I did not like my new home very 
much, for though I had carried double before, 
little Julia was a mere feather weight, and 
Charlie rode very lightly; but the Reeves's 
children mounted me two and three at a time 
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played rude, practical jokes and treated me with 
all sorts of indignities. Once the little wretches 
actually set Tom on me with his face to my 
tail, and then called me a donkey, and shouted 
out, " Gee up, Neddy!" And as for falls, we 
were always tumbling about, — my entire occu- 
pation was tumbling about. They dragged off 
all my pretty harness in tatters, by way of 
hauling me up again, and then replaced it with 
a horrid lot of common rope. As for my tail, 
oh, that was too bad ! That abominable little 
Annie, the baby, got hold of me after one ot 
my falls, and by the help of nurse's scissors, 
which had been dropped just by, she managed 
to shear all the hair off close to the stump, and 
disfigured me for life. Then another of my 
legs was broken, past mending. And so I lost 
all my good looks by degrees. To finish my 
troubles, the two younger boys took it into their 
heads that' I wanted rubbing down, and they 
set to work with a vengeance, with the help of 
the nursery bath and a hard hair brush, and by 
the time they were found out, the nursery was 
swimming, and my poor complexion gone for 
ever ! 
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No one could stand that, and patience won't 
last for ever, so you cannot be surprised at my 
running away, and I think I managed my escape 
pretty luckily. One Saturday night, when the 
workwoman was there, her son came to fetch 
her home, and she.somlehow smuggled him into 
the empty nursery to wait until she was ready 
to go home with him. The children had all 
been put in their bath, and packed off early to 
bed, and Susan, the nursemaid, had run down- 
stairs for a few minutes' gossip in the kitchen. 
Bob, the boy, began to eye me with great 
attention, and at last he drew near and began 
to play with me. His mother went to put on 
her bonnet and shawl, and Bob seized the 
opportunity. 

**You be a tidy pony!" said he, *'will you 
go along with me ? ' ' 

As I made no objection, and indeed was glad 
to go, he whipped me up in his arms, ran down 
the back stairs and off with me like a shot. I 
was in a dreadful fright for fear we sho.uld be 
found out, I can tell you, for there was a 
wretched small woolly toy-dog, an old enemy 
of mine, and the little horror barked with all 
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his might, and tried to give the alarm. But 
luckily for me, little Annie had that day poked 
a pin through the kid over his sound-hole, and 
so he had almost lost his voice, and was not 
heard at all. When I came to reflect on the 
matter calmly^ I must own it was rather an 
undignified method of running away, but I was 
too anxious at the time to escape, and did not 
think much about it. Bob hurried down some 
back lanes and byeways till he reached his own 
door, and then he rushed in, and running up- 
stairs, hid me under his bed. He was up in 
the morning long before his mother, and got 
me out into the back-yard, hiding me behind 
the old water-butt. Bob's mother happened to 
be that week very busy, and away every day, so 
that he easily kept me out of the way. There 
was a nice hue and cry at the Reeves's when 
the children found out I had vanished, and 
Bob's mother came home each day, giving him 
a full history of the loss, little suspecting he 
was concerned in it. 

But evil deeds seldom meet with thorough 
success, and so Bob found out, for a playfellow 
of his, it seems, had watched enough of his pro- 
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ceedings to find out that all was not right, and 
one day he attacked him on the subject. Bob 
was in a terrible fright, and at last made up his 
mind to take me back to the Reeves's again, 
hoping to smuggle me in after the same fashion 
he had brought me away. I was not much im- 
proved, as you may fancy, after being stabled 
so long behind that dirty tarred barrel. Indeed, 
I think the Reeves's children might almost have 
met me without recognising me. But they 
were not destined to be put to the trial, for just 
as Bob got near to the door, out sallied a whole 
tribe of the young ones, bound for a late walk. 
Bob beat a precipitate retreat, and pitched me 
headlong into a big laurel hedge, near the gate. 
As it proved afterwards, the children had not 
seen me, and so there I lay all night, when a 
drenching rain came down, and washed off all 
the paint I had left. I was now a poor wreck 
of a thing, and did not look as if I was of any 
value, and I was so out of heart and miserable, 
that I did not care what became of me. So 
when I was picked out of the hedge by Bill 
Soames, and carried to his cottage-home as a 
precious treasure, I was resigned to my fate. 
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Horses, said I to myself, are peculiarly liable to 
these ups and downs of life, for, as we all know, 
the spirited racer that wins the Challenge Cup, 
may end his days harnessed to a cart. And so 
why should I lament my fate ! I dare say, Bill 
Soames will be kind to me, and he looks as 
if he could ride. And so he could too, and 
many a prance we had on the brick floor of that 
old cottage, for in spite of my lame legs and 
docked tail, there was a little life and spirit left 
still in the poor old nag. And through all my 
life, I have been very lucky in one thing, my 
foundations were good ! Let what would happen 
to my legs or tail, at any rate, my rockers 
never came off ! So I could get on pretty fairly 
even now, and Bill was as proud of me as if 
I had been a real flesh and blood steed. 

Many and many a box on the ears did he 
get from his mother, for picking her lilac or 
her roses to stick in my ears; and the day 
when she gave him some old scraps of dirty 
ribbon was a joyous day for him. The only 
pity was that his wish to adorn me to the best 
advantage led him in a weak moment to accept 
the proposal of George Hall, the. little painter. 
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who offered to make me as good as new ! I 
can't bear to think of it, much less describe 
that operation, and you may take my word for 
it I should have run away again, if I had not 
been tied up to the leg of the great wooden 
table. Bill remarked that he had seen the 
farrier singe and clip horses, and he always 
took good care to tie them up tight first. And 
so there I was at their mercy, and I came out 
of their hands such a figure, that I only wonder 
the nervous old cat, who lived there too, did 
not have a fit at the first sight of me. I had 
been painted black, with great white spots, just 
like big white wafers plentifully besprinkled all 
over me ; and they had picked out my eyes and 
nose with such bright red borders, that it 
looked as if I breathed fire and flame, and I 
should have made a capital steed for the 
Fire-King in the pantomine. Bill was so 
delighted with me, that when I was dry and fit 
to be touched, he took more pains and care of 
me than ever. He stabled me in a corner, 
always offered me a share of his supper (but, 
as you may suppose, I don't eat bread and 
cheese), and covered me over from the dust 
with the counterpane of his own bed. 
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So I was obliged to make the best of it, and 
bear my terrible disfigurement as well as I 
could, for the sake of the good, warm-hearted 
lad, who loved me so very dearly. And at IcLSt 
I got used to my new colour, and even the 
atrocious spots, for everybody round was always 
admiring me, and praising my beauty; and I 
began to think I was not so very bad after all, 
till one day, when the memory of all my reverses 
and troubles seemed to come back over me 
like a thunderbolt. I was standing out on the 
little green space before the cottage, in the sun, 
as I often did, for Bill was very fond of mount- 
ing and riding in the sight of all passers by. 
There was a low green quickset hedge dividing 
the cottage garden from the road, and a 
open wooden gate. I heard a voice say, ** I'll 
be shot if that ain't the very likeness of him. 
If he were only of a dirty white, and hadn't no 
spots, I'd say for certain it were he. There's a 
lump in his hind leg looks uncommon like the 
jine where he were broken ! " 

Just at this moment, George Hall and Bill 
came out of the cottage door, and the speaker 
shuffled off rather fast, but not until I had 
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managed to catch a glimpse of him, and had 
recognised my old friend Bob, with whom I 
had first eloped. And the very next day, when 
I was out as usual, who should come by but 
" Bonnie Prince Charlie," hand in hand with 
little Julia. I declare the few hairs of my 
mane and tail fairly stiffened at the sight of 
them, and I longed to be able to trot out like 
a fairy horse and ask them to get on my back, 
and let me carry them off to some delightful 
island, and make them a real prince and 
princess ! Dear little Julia, she had not quite 
got back her nice rosy fat cheeks, but her eyes 
were as bright, and her merry voice as sweet 
as ever, as she prattled merrily to Charlie, who 
watched over her in the most careful way, guard- 
ing the poor lame arm quite jealously from harm. 
I heard them before I saw them, and knew their 
dear voices, bless them ! in a moment. 

* ' You shall have a carriage and pair, Judy, at 
least," said Charlie, **and a gentle mare for 
riding on, with a long tail and flowing mane. 
And you will be able to plait them up with 
ribbons, as Camilla did, you know, for Black 
Auster." 
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"I would rather have a little Shetland 
pony," said Julia, ^^Vm so afraid of big horses, 
Charlie!" 

" Why a pony is the most dangerous of all, 
Julia," replied Charley with a learned air; '*it 
is so much more frisky, and apt to run away. 
But we'll take care to have one that's warranted 
to carry a lady." 

"But I'm not a real grown-up lady yet, 
ami?" said the innocent little girl, turning 
her blue wondering eyes full on Charlie, who 
she evidently thought the most wonderful hero 
in the world. Charlie laughed, and pulled her 
curls, and said he hoped he should be able to 
take better care of her when he was bigger, 
" better than I have done, Ju," he added, some- 
what dolefully; ** I shall not forget that spill 
with Gallant Grey in a hurry. What a jolly 
horse he was too, and how delighted I was 
when Papa let me choose him at that lovely 
shop in London, where they sell nothing but 
horses, and a little girl sits and rocks on 
one in the window, you know. Poor old Gallant 
Grey, I wonder how he's getting on, and whether 
Phil Reeves has had as many spills as I have. 
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But halloa, Ju, here's a queer thing ! why, if there 
is not a rocking-horse in that little garden ! ' ' 

As Bonnie Prince Charlie and his little 
princess stood hand-in-hand at the gate and 
peeped at me with surprise through the rails, I 
could have eaten my head with vexation to think 
I could not even neigh a ** how d'ye do?" to 
them. 

" My eyes," said Charlie, as he slowly turned 
away, **what an old nag thai is! not a bad 
made animal, but what a colour, and what 
spots ! What can he be ? Perhaps they're going 
to have Guy Faux on horseback, and are 
getting ready the steed ! ' ' 

And off went Charlie and Julia, and I could 
hear their merry voices ringing with laughter, 
for a long way down the lane. If it had only 
been in my nature to cry, I should have shed 
red hot .tears of vexation, enough to burn up 
the little grass plat I stood on. I never saw 
Charlie and Julia again, and lived for a long 
while a sort of humdrum existence with Bill 
Soames. But life seemed very flat after that 
sad mortification, and I never went on the little 
grass plat again without remembering it. And 



TALES OF THE TOYS. 1 73 

time passed on, and when Bill grew bigger and 
went out to work, he gave me away to another 
chum, who was a horrid sailor boy, and had no 
more notion of riding than a teaspoon. He 
soon grew tired of me, and passed me on to some 
one else. And so have I served many masters, 
and have in my time been kept in some very 
queer stables. But I never cared for any of 
my subsequent owners so much as I did for 
Charlie, and Bill Soames, for they were all 
dull, uninteresting boys, who treated me as a 
mere toy, and cared less for me than a top or a 
kite. 

When I came to Harry Spenser, however, I 
began to think I was going to have a sort of 
second life, and be happy once more. The 
first thing that made me take to him was that 
he saved up his pocket money till he could 
afford to have me re-painted. I was now a 
bright bay, with a white star on my forehead, 
and though I bore a good many marks of ill 
usage and former accidents, and both my knees 
were broken, still at a distance I looked pretty 
well. Harry's little brother, Frank, thought me 
perfection, and christened me** Bay Middleton," 
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and had many a pleasant ride on me. But 
Harry was just In all the delight of the perusal 
of the Arabian nights, and could think of 
nothing but the Enchanted Horse, and he 
played at being Prince Firouz Schah, till I was 
quite tired of it. He drove two huge nails in 
my neck to serve for the two pegs that he was 
to turn, the one to raise him up among the 
clouds like a bird, and the other to lower him 
to earth once more. The latter peg is still 
here, as you may see, behind my ear, but they 
never performed that feat with me, for Harry was 
not magician enough to endow me with flying 
powers. He tried very hard to get Celia to 
play the part . of the Princess of Bengal, but 
though she was very willing and obliging, and 
tried to do what he wished, she was too big to 
ride behind him, and he did not think her quite 
majestic enough for the part. At last, when 
Harry went off to Eton, I was put away here, 
and though for a time I indulged in a faint 
hope that he might look for me on his return 
for the holidays, I was disappointed, and even 
Frank has never looked for me since. And so 
now, my friends, I have given you a history of 
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all that has befallen me, including the famous 
episode of my running away." 

The Toys, who had been much amused by 
the relation of the Rocking Horse, more 
particularly by the grave manner in which he 
spoke, to which his very rackety and dilapidated 
appearance lent a ludicrous effort, now thanked 
him very heartily for his story, and proceeded 
to call on the Skipping-rope for the next 
story. 




CHAPTER XII. 

THE MISHAP OF THE SKIPPING-ROPE.' 

iTORY," said the Skipping-rope, 
" to be sure you shall have it, and 
a very queer one it is, quite the 
oddest of the lot, I rather think. But 1 shall be 
very happy to begin it at once, if the Kite will 
be so good as to disentangle his tail." 

"Pshaw," growled the Kite, "why, I was 
obliged to tell mine while you were tugging at 
me all the while. Two or three times, when I 
had something very particular to say, you 
pulled my tail suddenly, and I lost the thread 
of my discourse. So tit for tat, my friend, do 
you unwind your yam, and I won't serve you 
any worse than you. did me." 

The Skipping-rope, finding she could not gain 
her point, gave herself a spiteful wriggle, 
which nearly tore off the grand tassel at the 
end of the Kite's tail, and set off full gallop in 
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her recital, leaving him no breathing time to 
complain : — 

** I began life," said she, " as a mere length 
of rope, although I only form now a small 
portion of the coil to which I belonged. I was 
the property of a poor fisherman, who lived in 
a hut belonging to a cluster of storm-beaten 
cots, called by great courtesy, the * village ' of 
Rocksand, in Devonshire. All the people who 
lived there were very poor, and gained a 
precarious living by fishing, while their wives 
occupied the spare time left after ''keeping 
house, and minding the childer," by cultivating 
the very small bits of garden ground that 
belonging to them, and which were situated on 
the top of a very lofty cliff, some height above 
the nestling cottages which were huddled under 
its shelter on the shore, not so very far above 
the high . tide line. Indeed, in stormy weather, 
the rough seas which churned up the restless 
pebbles on the beach, sent their waves in very- 
adverse weather, and during winds that set dead 
in shore, into somewhat disagreeable nearness 
to the doorsteps ! And as for the spray, well ! 
in storms it put out the fires, by falling down 
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the low wide chimneys, but in ordinary weather 
people never minded it. 

As for the children, they were like little duck- 
lings, and directly they were big they took to 
the water like young Newfoundland puppies ; 
and while they were too small for that, they 
played in it, and made "sand pies," for there 
was no mud there, and became dirty and drag- 
gled, and therefore happy to their heart's con- 
tent. And a rare hardy, ruddy set they were, 
living on the very scantiest and coarsest fare, 
and thriving on the salt fresh breezes, like 
young giants, as they were. My owner was a 
tall, strong young man, who supported his wife 
and two little ones by his own incessant hard 
work. He was a capital climber too, and was 
very fond of scrambling about the face of the 
cliff in almost inaccessible places for birds' 
nests and eggs, of which he had quite a large 
collection. He used to blow and preserve the 
eggs, replace them in their pretty and curious 
nests, and then offer them for sale in the neigh- 
bouring town. He also collected the samphire 
growing on the rocky masses that jutted out 
into the sea, and for which his wife found a 
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ready sale in the town market. They were 
frugal, hard-working people, but they often 
found it very difficult to provide food and 
clothing for their little ones, and to keep the 
boat and nets in good repair. I am proud to 
say I was a very useful member of the family, 
and was wanted everywhere. During the inter- 
vals of time, when my services were not required 
in the boat, I did duty as a clothes line, which 
rather grated against my dignity, for I fancied 
it was not the sort of work I ought to be set to 
do. However, I consoled myself with the re- 
flection that I had nothing to do with common 
clothes props or garden walls, for I was gene- 
rally stretched out on the beach, in a sheltered 
nook behind the cottage. One end was tied 
fast to an old mast that now bore a weathercock, 
and the other was fastened to a ring in a piece 
of rock, near by. So I was patiently contented 
to hold up all the family wardrobe to dry, for it 
was not a very large one, and I knew every- 
time exactly what I should have to carry. And 
the sea winds were very obliging, and dried all 
the clothes so fast, that my patience was not 
much tested. 
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I tethered the little boat to her landing-place 
close by, and many a time has Mary been only 
too glad to lay hold of me, when her husband 
threw me ashore, after a long night's buffeting 
with the winds and waves. Even little Robin 
came behind her and gave fierce tugs at me, to 
" draw daddie home again!" Once I saved 
his father's life, so precious to all that little 
family, for he would have been sorely missed, 
while there were so many young mouths to feed. 
It so happened on the day I mean, that he had 
taken me out with him, not a usual thing unless 
it threatened stormy weather. But that morn- 
ing, when he set out early, the sk}' was as blue 
and cloudless as on a bright summer's day, 
and there was hardly a puff of wind going. 
He put up his little sail, but it flapped almost 
lazily against the mast, and he and his " mate," 
as he called the old boatman (who was a sort 
of second partner in the boat and fishing gear), 
had to take to their oars and row to the fishing 
stakes and nets. They had taken a good stock 
of fish, and were thinking of getting back with 
the tide, when a sudden squall arose, beginning 
with '' the little black cloud, as big as a man's 
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hand," and ending in a fierce wind, that soon 
lashed the sea up into big mountains of waves. 
The fisherman, while prudently watching and 
carefully managing his sail, had stood on the 
seat of the boat, but a sudden gust coming as the 
wind chopped round to another point, he stepped 
hastily on the side, his foot slipped on the wet 
edge, and he overbalanced and fell into the 
raging waves. The old boatman, who was 
used to mishaps at sea, dropped the tiller, and 
rushed to his mate's assistance, and when he 
came to the surface threw an end of my rope to 
him. By the help of this and the oar, he man- 
aged with some difficulty, and after he had 
swam some time alongside, by my help to drag 
him on board again, though with no small dan- 
ger of upsetting the frail skiff. They were some 
time in getting back, for the poor fellow was 
rather exhausted by his ducking and long swim 
in the water, and could not pull the oar with his 
usual skill. After that feat, I was still more 
valued, and invariably taken out in the boat in 
case of future accidents. 

And now the summer came on, and with it 
the busiest time of the women of Rocksand, 
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for most of them were hard at work early and 
late in their little patches of garden ground. 
The fishermen generally left all these matters 
to their wives, but my master was an industrious 
young man, and was not particular what he 
turned his hand to, so that he might often have 
been seen in the potato ground, hoeing and 
weeding, while his mates were lying on the 
shore watching the weather or smoking their 
pipes at the cottage doors. Just now, the crop 
of potatoes was being dug, and so John Pike 
and his wife were hard at work on their ridges. 
It was a long trudge from the village, and the 
weather was hot, so Mary had brought both 
her children with her. The youngest, about 
two years old, she had laid on an old shawl 
under the hedge, and there he sat propped up, 
and mighty busy over a basket of shells she 
had brought up for him to play with. The 
elder boy, about five, was trotting about very 
soberly, so that they did not watch him perhaps 
as keenly as they ought, and so he scrambled 
through a hole in the fence to the next field, 
and somehow managed to tumble into the old 
well there. The fright of his parents on 
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hearing his shrieks may be imagined but not 
described, and they both rushed to the direction 
the sound came from. John soon saw what 
was the matter, and running back, snatched 
me hastily up, and ran to the side of the well. 
It was luckily an old one, long unused, and in 
consequence of the dry weather had but little 
water. It took John very few seconds to throw 
one end of me hastily but tightly round a tree 
close by, and let himself down. He got hold 
of the little fellow, and climbed out again with 
my help, laying him on the grass, when he got 
him out. For a long time they thought the 
child was dead ; but they carried him home, 
and very luckily met the village doctor on their 
way, by whose skill, after long, long persevering 
efforts he' was brought slowly to life. But for 
many a month after that he was ill from the 
combined effects of the shock, the bad air, the 
fright, and the water. Indeed, as the doctor 
said, he must have spent a cat's nine lives in 
getting through it at all. 

It was a sad trial for poor John and his wife, 
although they bore it patiently enough, only 
thankful that their Robin was spared to them. 
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But his mother had no time to give to her crops 
now, and John had more than he could manage 
with his fishing besides, and was not able to 
make it as profitable as usual. But all their 
poor neighbours were very kind to them, and 
would always bring in any bit of more tempting 
food than they usually had, for poor little 
Robin. He lay patient enough on his hard 
bed, and was very cheerful and bright when 
his illness would allow it. His father had de- 
lighted him beyond measure by tying me to 
the top of his bed, so that he could drag him- 
self up into a sitting posture by my help, and 
he fancied himself quite a sailor, and used to 
lie there smiling, and talking in a low voice to 
himself about the ropes and rigging of a ship. 
Old Bill, the boatman, his father's mate, had 
made him a little boat, and while he was finish- 
ing it, he used to sit by poor Robin's bedside, 
and tell him all about the different parts of a 
ship, so that the child (who was naturally quick, 
and was now no doubt made more so by his 
illness, and long rest), soon became quite 
knowing about the different sails and ropes. 
''This is a sloop. Bill, aint it," he used to 
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say, " 'cause she's only got one mast. I should 
like to have a brig with two masts, and lots of 
sails!" 

Poor little Robin ! he wajs never well again, 
for, as it seemed afterwards, his spine had re- 
ceived some injury from the fall, which it never 
recovered. He only lived to be twelve years 
old, and during that time could never get 
about like other boys, and was continually laid 
up, especially in the cold winter season, for 
months together. But as his body became so 
weak, his mind seemed to grow instead, and he 
wajs more like a man than a child in his thoughts 
and ways, though always patient. He improved 
on his old tutor' s lessons too, and became quite 
a skilful boat maker, and turned out some very 
pretty little wooden models of ships and boats, 
all properly rigged, which his mother 'sold for 
him in the market at the town hard by. He 
was able by these means to add a little to the 
family fund, and though his gains were, of 
course, but small, it was better than being a 
helpless burthen upon his poor parents, and 
the light work whiled away many a weary hour 
of suffering and pain for him. Through all the 
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years that had passed since his accident, I had 
been left still tied to the tester of his bed, and 
I still served to help him to drag up his feeble 
limbs, and to turn in bed, for he was very feeble, 
poor fellow. 

But I was destined to play an important part 
once more, and for the last time in the family 
history. When Robin was about twelve years 
old, there came a very severe winter, which was 
sorely felt all through the little fishing village, 
and by none more heavily than the poor fisher- 
man' s family. The fishing turned out badly, and 
the previous potato crop having been a scanty 
one, they barely found enough to live upon. 
Poor Robin had been more than usually delicate 
and ailing during that winter, and suffered 
more than the rest from all the privations. 
The spring drew on drearily enough, cold, dull, 
and cheerless, so that there scarcely seemed a 
glimpse of hope of better days. One day when 
John was almost out of heart and hope, he set 
off on a long ramble, hoping by diligent climb- 
ing and search to find at any rate a few rare 
birds' nests in the crevices of the cliffs. Every- 
thing had gone worse even than usual, there had 



TALES OF THE TOYS. 1 87 

been no fish caught worth mentioning for many- 
days, and John's poor old patched and mended 
nets were rapidly falling to pieces in spite of 
all his care, while he was not able to buy enough 
bread for the little household, not to mention 
material for new nets. So he climbed wearily 
on, and rounded rock after rock, meeting with 
but little success, till at last he had reached a 
long distance from home, and had climbed a 
good way up one of the tallest cliffs in the 
neighbourhood. He was rewarded by finding 
a couple of rare nests full of eggs, and with re- 
newed hope he climbed eagerly on. He saw 
one just a little above him, but in a very awk- 
ward place to get at, for there was a cleft in the 
rock he must leap over to get at it. He had a 
steady head and a light foot, and took the leap 
without hesitation, when, to his horror, as he 
alighted on the other side a piece of the mould- 
ering stone broke off, and fell rolling down 
with a loud noise, crumbling to pieces as it 
bounded down the sharp rocky face of the cliff. 
There was now too wide a space between for 
him to risk the return, and there he stood on a 
narrow ledge of rock, with the sharp peaks 
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and the roaring sea beneath him, and a steep 
wall of cliff stretching up above his head. 
John Pike was a brave man, and had been used 
to face many a danger, but the blood seemed 
to leave his heart, and his breath almost stopped, 
as he understood the full peril of his position. 
It was indeed a serious one, and as he thought 
over the scant chance there was of any help or 
rescue, he covered his face with his hands and 
groaned in agony for those at home, more than 
for himself. And while he stood there, despair- 
ing of all human aid, many a prayer went up 
from his heart's core to God for help for the 
sake of his wife and poor Robin. And then he 
set to work with all his best energy to make his 
terrible position known. He had fortunately a 
handkerchief in his pocket, and this he tied to 
the walking-stick he always took with him on his 
climbing expeditions. He shouted at frequent 
intervals in the hope of making some one hear, 
and at last, to his great joy, he espied a little 
figure below on the distant beach ! It was 
a poor shrimper, with her nets on her back, 
returning home, and she saw at a glance how 
the case stood, and hastened at once to the 
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village to give an alarm. In a shorter space of 
time than could have been hoped even, John 
saw a number of his fellow fishermen hastening 
down the beach to him. He could not catch their 
words, but he understood from their signs that 
they found it would be impossible to get him 
down again, and so they were going to mount the 
cliff, and try and get at him that way. As they 
passed the village on their way to the top of 
the cliff, poor Mary rushed out wildly to them, 
for she had by accident heard the truth, 
anxiously as her kind neighbours had tried to 
prevent it. They hastily told her their plans, 
and asked her for the longest ropes she had, 
as they would want all they could get. She 
hurriedly dragged me down, and rushed after 
them, for, as she said, she could not stay 
at home, while her husband was in such peril, 
and she must see the worst with her own eyes. 
When they reached the top of the cliff, the 
fishermen hastily rigged up a sort of rude wind- 
lass, and knotting the lengths of rope firmly to- 
gether, they succeeded in making a line long 
enough to reach him, and firm enough to bear 
him. It was an anxious time, while they gra- 
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dually drew him up the steep face of the cliff. 
They did not dare to pull quickly, for fear he 
should be dashed against the rock and lose his 
hold, and they were also afraid of grazing* the 
rope against the jagged rocks. But at last, with 
great care, and by his own prudent manage- 
ment and skill in guiding the rope, he was 
landed safely on the top of the cliff. Poor 
Mary was so overjo37'ed at his escape, that when 
they all turned to go home, and were tying up 
the rope again, she caught me up, and de- 
clared she should value me to her dying day. 
Strangely enough, I was the only rope that 
was damaged of all, for I had been chafed 
a good deal against the rock, and in one place 
was nearly cut through. For a long while after 
Mary shuddered so at the sight of that piece of 
me, that at last Robin, who had regained pos- 
session of me, cut me through. The longer 
piece was kept for the boat, and the shorter 
length you now behold was tied up again for 
poor Robin's use as before. 

There was not one in the village who did 
not heartily rejoice at John's rescue; and it 
almost seemed as if after that things had come 
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to the worst, for they began to mend. There 
were more fish taken than had been known on 
that coast for many years, and the weather 
proved most fortunate for getting in the humble 
crops, so that John had some new nets at last ; 
and the poor family had enough to eat. But 
better food and brighter days could not save 
poor Robin; the long winter had told too 
heavily upon him to enable him to rally again. 
By the time the blackberries were in flower on 
the top of the cliff, Robin had faded away, like 
their leaves, but very patient, very happy to the 
last. His mother had fancied him asleep, as 
he lay so quietly with one of my ends still held 
fast in his wasted fingers. His mother fretted 
so for him, and took his loss so sadly to heart, 
that it was pitiable to see her. The sight of 
his vacant bed, and the cord still hanging 
there, seemed to go like a knife to her heart ; 
and therefore John took me away one day with- 
out her knowledge, and put me out of sight. 

I was forgotten for many years, so many 
indeed, that when I next came to daylight I 
found everything strange and altered in the 
cottage. John and his wife, grown old and 
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past work, had gone to live in another house, 
better sheltered from the wind, and one of their 
children, now married, had settled there instead. 
I was tossed about for a long while, for no one 
now living knew my real history, and had 
therefore little value for me, and indeed I was 
more especially held in dislike by the young 
ones, as affording them just that taste of " the 
rope's end " that they did not covet. 

The end of my career was that of being tied 
round a box, when one of the daughters went 
to service, and left Rocksand, and thus I came 
to town. My life here had nothing remarkable 
in it ; I was put to my present use one day 
when one of the young Spensers was taken 
with a passion for skipping. They declared I 
was heavier and better than all the smart 
skipping-ropes to be bought at the toy shop, 
and made such continual use of me, that I am 
really almost threadbare. But I was poked 
away in this cupboard on the occasion of some 
great nursery clearing, and here I have lived 
ever since." 

'* How you must have regretted your free- 
dom," said the Kite, in a sympathising tone; 
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*' r feel myself sometimes quite what I may- 
call sky-sick ! I would give all my tassels and 
fringes for one more good flight through the 
clear air. When I think of the bright sun, and 
the nice fleecy clouds, I am almost inclined to 
tumble to pieces for grief, to think I can't get 
out of this horrid, dusty stuffy hole of a toy 
cupboard, as they call it ! A prison / consider 
it, and a cruel one too ! " 

'* I would give anything I could," sighed the 
old Skipping-rope, **for even one breath of the 
fresh salt sea breeze. I think of the dancing 
waves glittering in the sun, till I feel quite 
giddy. But it is no use repining, and after all, 
really this little break on the monotony of our 
existence is very pleasant." 

"It is very pleasant," assented the Ball, 
" but I am afraid our time to-night at any rate 
grows very short, for it is almost dark, and 
that terrible old woman will be coming back. 
So with your leave, my friends, I will call upon 
the Humming Top for his story." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 




THE HUMMING TOP'S HISTORY. 

HE Humming Top, who had begun 
to fear he should not be allowed a 
chance of speaking at all, and who 
felt just a little put out at coming so late in the 
list, gave himself a majestic twirl, and spun for 
a minute or two before he condescended to 
speak. At last, when he had reached a com- 
manding position, he leaned gracefully back, 
and commenced his story in a very grand 
manner and air : — 

** As I perceive, my friends, that your curiosity 
is more directed to our adventures in the world, 
than to our origin and construction, and as- 
few of you have discoursed upon your native 
places and earliest histories, I will not trouble 
you with mine. Sufficient to the purpose is it that 
I made my first appearance in the world on a 
large stall in the Soho Bazaar, which was then 
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in all Its early glory. I was then, I may say, 
splendid in appearance, for I was painted in 
many brilliant hues, and there was no lack of 
gilding about me, so that when I was properly 
spun, I appeared like a gorgeous flower, all 
one mass of dazzling hues. Indeed, when the 
lady who superintended the stall took me out 
of the folds of silver paper in which I was 
carefully wrapped, she laughed, and said to 
her assistant, *why surely this must be the 
King of the Humming Tops ! ' I was placed 
in a very prominent position among all the gay 
toys which adorned the counter, and I must 
say they were all exceedingly nice in their 
behaviour, and paid a great deal of respect to 
me. Many pleasant days I passed there with 
my companions, for I was of a rather high price, 
and those were dear times for articles of luxury 
and pleasure. We had no cheap twopenny and 
penny toys then, for it was long before Christmas 
trees became generally known in England. I 
have always regretted the inroads of those new 
comers, because they have introduced so many 
cheap toys — penny toys, indeed ; fancy a whole 
stall devoted to penny toys ! ' ' 
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** I must beg entirely to disagree with you," 
interrupted the Ball ; * * I for one most distinctly 
say, that I don't see why all these simple 
pleasures should be kept for rich children only. 
I am sure our friend, the Teapot, in the course 
of her story, gave us a very truthful description 
of the value of toys to the poor children." 

*' If I may be allowed to speak again," said 
the Teapot, eagerly, ** I would say with all my 
strength that I am glad of the cheapness of 
common toys. I am sure the Humming Top 
has never seen what I have ; how should he, 
mixing up, as he has done, with only the better 
class of playthings ? But if I were asked," con- 
tinued the little motherly Teapot, getting quite 
warm on the subject — ** if I were asked * What 
was the good of toys ? ' I should reply, * To 
please poor children.' " 

" I quite agree with you," remarked the Toy 
Kitchen ; ** and though, as I said before, I am 
not very clever at explaining my meaning, I 
should like to say a few words too. I have 
spent most of my life among the poor, as I have 
told you before, and I have often thought that 
whoever invented toys must have meant them 
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first of all for the poor, more particularly the 
poor little children who live in great cities. 
Now, there is an old proverb, I often hfeard my 
old master repeat, that * All work and no play 
makes Jack a dull boy,' and he said it was the 
truest word ever spoken. And if the better-off 
children want a little play to liven up their 
days, when they are fed with plenty of good 
food, and live in pure air, their hardest work 
being book lessons, what must poor children do, 
who very often earn their very scanty living 
from the cradle almost ? Our good friend, the 
Teapot, has told us how the sight of a halfpenny 
toy will bring such delight to little dim eyes, 
and skinny faces, as must be pleasant to see; so 
I for one say with all my might, * Prosperity, and 
plenty of it, to the cheap toys ! ' " 

The Humming Top was quite disgusted with 
this long discussion, and pooh-poohed it all as 
very low ; but the number of votes was against 
him, so with an offended roll round, he took up 
the thread of his story. 

** Well, there is no accounting for tastes, and 
so I will say no more, only that I have been 
brought up so entirely among people of the 
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better classes, that I cannot say much on any 
other subject. I told you before that I lay for 
some time unsold, on account of the highness of 
my price, and during that time made acquaint- 
ance with many sets of companions, — dolls, 
boxes of soldiers, and various others. At last, 
to my great joy, I was selected by a lady for 
her little daughter, and taken home to a very 
nice large house in Russell Square. 

Little Mary was an only child, and was there- 
fore the idol of her parents ; but, although she 
was much indulged, she was not by any means 
a spoiled child. Used as she had been from her 
cradle to the companionship of much older per- 
sons, she was a quiet, well-behaved little damsel 
enough. Her father and mother were not at all 
young, and having neither brothers nor sisters to 
play with, Mary naturally knew and felt little of 
the riotous gaiety of a child. The nursery was 
as tidy and as neatly arranged as any room in 
that handsome but formal house, and the litter of 
playthings was not much known there in those 
days. Mary had one or two dolls, very smartly 
dressed, but the prim little damsel played 
with them in a sort of grave, old-fashioned, 
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motherly way that had no childishness in 
it. Her books were kept on a small book- ^ 
shelf hung up on purpose, and her toys were 
put away in orderly fashion in a drawer. ^ 

How happy I was ! for I was used carefully 
and well, never flung violently about or used 
roughly, and my little mistress had a dainty 
way of spinning me that would have won the 
affection of the hardest and sternest of Hum- 
ming Tops. During all the years I lived with 
her, I never saw her look untidy, or with a spot 
or soil on frock or pinafore, nor did I ever 
know her to be anything but placid and gentle, 
very happy but very grave. So it was no 
wonder her father and mother loved her so 
dearly, and lavished on her every comfort and 
pleasure that money could purchase. And she 
grew up to be a very sweet, quiet girl, the 
comfort of her old parents, and beloved more 
in her own home than anywhere else. She did 
not care for gaiety much, nor wish to go to many 
parties or plays, and even when she did, she 
was so modest and retiring in her manner that 
she was often passed over without much notice, 
and very few would have known her for the rich 
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heiress that she was. And this of course, you 
* know, was long after we had parted company. 
For, strange to say, she seemed to grow 
younggr in some things, as she grew older in 
years, and when she was fifteen or sixteen, she 
looked more of a child than she did when she 
was really little. She had a simple, earnest 
way with her that was very pleasant, and she 
was fond of her old toys till she grew up. I 
don't mean to say she played with us then, but 
she valued us as the treasures of her childhood, 
her happy childhood, and put us carefully away 
as old friends. Indeed, as far as I am con- 
cerned, I may even date our intimate fellowship 
far later than this, for when she was a woman 
grown, she would often take me out in a sort 
of musing way, and say, * Come, old Busy Bee, 
and give me a little of your humming ? ' She 
called me * old Busy Bee,' you must know, cis 
a sort of pet nickname. And you may be sure 
I put on my best waltzing powers, and hummed 
like twenty Dumbledores in a churn ! And as 
she grew up she had plenty of suitors, and her 
parents wished her to go out sometimes to 
grand balls and parties, so that she was much 
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admired and followed. I have often known her 
come home from one of these, and come into 
her room, and, throwing off her rich dress and 
ornaments, she would sit down by a little table 
and take me out and spin me in a sort of 
absent way. 

** Busy Bee, there are plenty come wooing 
to little plain, quiet Mary; what shall she say, 
Busy Bee? Come, hum me an answer! " 

And then I hummed away loudly, and told 
her that she was so good and sweet, that she 
was fit for any lord in the land. But she would 
always wilfully misunderstand me, and she 
would reply: — 

**You are right. Busy Bee! I must never 
leave the dear father and mother; if the king 
himself came a wooing, I would make him a 
low curtsey. Busy Bee, like this, and say, * No, 
I thank your Majesty!' " 

** But at last a day came when the kind, loving 
old father was taken ill, and carried to his long 
home, and his faithful old wife did not very long 
survive him, and so poor Mary was left all 
alone. I say poor Mary, for though she had 
plenty of money, and houses, and dresses, and 
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fine jewels, not to speak of hosts of busybody- 
relations who were always looking her up, she 
had lost the tender love that had been her joy 
from infancy. And hers was one of those 
loving natures that are shaken to the very core 
of their hearts by these heavy sorrows, which 
break up all the firm foundations of a young 
life, and that however bravely they may be 
borne, as they were indeed in her case, poor 
dear, are long felt, and suffered. Our merry 
evening gossips had ceased for a long time, 
and indeed I had almost begun to fancy I was 
intended to be the inhabitant of the drawer for 
the rest of my life. An old Fan who had 
slipped in with us by accident, told me that 
Mary had been abroad for many months with 
an aunt of hers, and that she might not return 
for some time. One night, however, I heard 
an unusual bustle in the neighbourhood, and 
presently our drawer was pulled open by a 
hand whose touch thrilled me in a moment, for 
I knew it was that of my dear mistress. 

** Poor old Busy Bee," said she, softly, **you 
and I have not hummed together for a long 
while, so come out of your hiding place, old 
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friend, and hum away as pleasantly as you used 
to do ! " 

As you may suppose, I was not slow to obey 
the summons, and I was soon spinning and 
humming on the table before her, and telling 
her in my way how very glad I was to see her 
once more. But she did not listen to me this 
night, and even let me roll off the table more 
than once, holding me in one hand after she 
picked me up, and absently threading me 
without the key. 

**Well, Busy Bee," she said at last, softly, 
"we are going a long, long journey, and I 
daresay shall not see the old house again for 
many, many years ! I wonder if you will hum 
as well in India, Busy Bee, or whether the hot, 
sultry air there will cause you to be drowsy. 
But it does not matter whether it is hot or cold, 
so long as you are happy ! Go back to night 
to your place in the drawer, and to-morrow 
you shall be packed carefully away in one of 
those grand new trunks Morris is so proud of 
and so busy over. You will have a trip on the 
deep, deep sea, and when you next come out 
you will perhaps see palm trees and black 
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people ! You will have to learn HIndostanee, 
Busy Bee, and forget all your English ways of 
humming." 

Then my mistress put me carefully back in 
the drawer, and I lost no time in telling the 
fan what delightful things were in store for us, 
and we both dropped asleep planning what we 
should do in India, though not before we had 
had a vehement quarrel, for the Fan gave herself 
such airs, and said we were going out entirely 
on her account, for that she had many relations 
in that country, and the heads of the family 
were called Punkahs, and were high in office 
there. But we were both doomed to disappoint- 
ment, for time passed on, and we never came 
out of our drawer after all. We did not know 
any more until a long, long while afterwards, 
when we were routed out of the drawer by 
accident, by the old housekeeper. ** Bless my 
heart, Ann," said she, *' dear Miss Mary, or, as 
I should say, Mrs. Warren, never took her poor 
little old treasures after all. I suppose Morris 
forgot to look in this drawer, for I know she 
cleared all the rest. I'll be bound how sorry 
she was when she unpacked at Calcutta, and 
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missed them. If we get a chance, Maynard, we'll 
send these over to her, when another box goes." 
This was a terrible blow to us, to find that 
our dear young mistress had married and gone 
away to India without us. The fan was incon- 
solable, and led me such a life with her groans 
and sighs that I wished myself anywhere else, 
and could only hope old Mrs. Jones would be 
as good as her word and send us over. But 
she never did, and there we lay no doubt for 
many years almost untouched. From what I 
could find out from stray bits of news, the house 
was left in the charge of the old Aunt with whom 
Mary had lived after the death of her parents, 
and who now had two daughters living with 
her, both middle-aged women, and one of them 
a widow. So there were no young children in 
the house, and we never heard merry voices nor 
pattering feet, nor saw any little faces in the 
deserted room. I was always of a more quiet 
nature, and so I bore my long captivity better 
than the Fan did. She, poor frivolous, fluttering 
thing, could only lament over the balls and 
parties she had once known, and sigh over her 
imprisonment. 
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But the longest day must come to an end at 
last, and so ours did, for we were aroused from 
our lethargy by a little shrill voice, which cried, 
** O Mamma, which is the drawer where the 
toys were kept ? " • 

** Here, my darling," answered a soft, low 
voice, which vibrated through every fibre of 
both the fan and myself, for we recognised the 
tones of our dear mistress once more. And 
then we saw her too, for the long-closed drawer 
was opened at last, and we beheld her, a slender, 
sweet-looking woman, with her little daughter, 
Ellen, by her side. We could have fancied 
from her size that our own little Mary was 
there again, but when she looked round, her 
sallow complexion, bright, restless eyes, and 
long dark hair, plainly bespoke the little 
Indian-born child. 

** May I have all these for my very own, dear 
Mamma?" asked she, in her little eager voice. 

** Yes, Nelly, you may if you like, on con- 
dition you take care of my poor old playthings, 
especially this Humming Top, which I used to 
call my Busy Bee, Nelly, when I was young. 
It was given to me when I was a little child ; 
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but then / was very careful of my toys, and put 
them away neatly when I had done with them, 
very unlike a little girl I know, but we won't 
mention names, who destroys her toys sadly.'* 

But Nelly Wcis too busy over her fresh hoard 
to listen to any warnings, and for a little while 
she kept her word, and put us away when she 
had done playing with us. But this did not 
last long, for she was a careless child, very 
different to her dear mother. I had been 
secretly hoping that my good mistress would 
take me under her especial charge again, and 
that I should see a little more of her. But I 
suppose she was too busied with her many 
cares and occupations now, and she had so 
long broken off all her old habits and ways of 
thinking, that she hardly seemed like the same. 
But you see she had been away all these years, 
^nd perhaps passed through many changes, 
and had lost these old memories to which we 
clung so fast. 

As for Nelly, Oh ! what a child she was, as 
different to her mother as night to day; noisy 
and active, restless and wild spirited, the old 
house echoed as it had not done for many 
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generations. There was more untidiness, up- 
roar, and trouble in one week now than had 
been seen in three years before. As for the 
poor old nursery, how Mrs. Warren could come 
in as calmly, and smile as she did, seeming- 
pleased at all the disorder and her little girl's 
high spirits — rudeness^ we called it — ^we could 
never understand. The poor Fan used to wave 
mournfully at me sometimes with the few sticks 
she had left, and really I almost believe we half 
regretted our old quiet. Miss Nelly was more 
fond of the Fan than anything, and gave it 
plenty of employment, almost wearing it out in 
doing so ; but she turned up her little pert nose 
at me, and called me a prosy old drone ! Yes, 
actually, you may well be surprised, but after I 
had been spinning with all my might, and hum- 
ming the best air I knew, she would push me 
roughly from her, and go off to something else. 
To be sure it was her way with everything, for 
she brought home a number of pretty Indian 
toys, all made of wood, and painted in very 
gay colours with beautiful varnish ; but these 
she utterly despised and flung about. They 
would have been quite tip-top society at a 
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bazaar or in a fancy fair, and the poor things felt 
their degradation keenly, only being foreigners, 
they could not make themselves so easily under- 
stood. But I could repeat such tales to you 
that they told me of their native country, and 
their makers!" 




CHAPTER XIV. 



THE INTERRUPTION AND CONCLUSION. 




|UST at this moment the Humming- 
Top was suddenly interrupted by a 
violent, loud noise which checked 
his humming pretty quickly, and startled all 
the rest of the toys so much, that they rolled 
and rattled back into their shelter, the toy cup- 
board, as speedily as they could. 

^^Vich of the painters is a coming to-morrow, 
Seusan, my child," said old Mrs. Jones, the 
charwoman, as she popped her head in at the 
door, and held up a tall dip in a tin candlestick 
to see if all was safe. 

^^Well, I thought Fd a shet up these here 
windows," said she, ^'but I s'pose I didn't, and 
the wind must have blowed the cupboard door 
open, and sent these here old playthings all 
over the room. Come in, my dear, and just 
help me to put them in again, will ye?" 
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And with Susan's help, old Mrs. Jones made 
a complete, clean sweep of all the poor dilapi- 
dated toys, huddled them roughly back into 
their cupboard, and shut the door, not only 
turning the button firmly, but locking it as well. 

*^Them painter chaps," said Mrs. Jones, as 
she put the key in her great dimity pocket, 
^4s'nt to be trusted no ways. They're as likely 
to shy all them old playthings out o' winder as 
not, and then the poor children would miss 'em 
when they come home," 

And so the room was once more left to still- 
ness and darkness for the night. The little 
mice came out and ran riot about the bare floor, 
and tried to get into the cupboard, but they 
could not manage it ; and the crickets chirped 
loudly in the distant kitchen, for they were so 
used to Mrs. Jones, they did not mind her a bit. 
But the poor toys were really shut up again, 
and their holiday ended much quicker than they 
had expected. They heard the distant sounds 
of the workmen all over the house, and even 
heard them come into the nursery itself, but 
they saw nothing more. They could even hear 
the regular dabs and sweeps of the painter's 
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brush, especially when he was at work on the 
door that shut them up so closely, and then 
afterwards they heard the paper hangers rip- 
ping off the old papers with a rushing noise, 
and scraping and sizing the walls for the new 
paper, but they never got out. 

Then the next sounds that greeted them, 
after a long interval, were the voices of Mr. 
Spenser and old Mrs. Jones. He had come to 
see how the house looked after the workmen had 
left, and she was showing him all over it. 

^* The nursery looks very nice, sir," she said, 
as she opened the door, ^^ the old dirty paper all 
gone, and new paint, you can hardly know it 
again. This here new paper, to my mind, with 
the trails of roses and jessamy, is the prettiest 
in the house ! ' ' 

''It looks very clean and bright certainly," 
replied Mr. Spenser, '' but why don't you open 
this door too ? You can't have too much air ! " 

'' This is only a cupboard, sir," answered Mrs. 
Jones. " There were a lot of old playthings 
left here, and I thought them painters might 
fling 'em about, so I just turned the key, sir, 
but I'm going to clean it right down to-morrow. 
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I thought, sir, that may be, the young ladies 
and gentlemen might be put out if they found 
all their little things losed. But here's the key, 
sir, in my pocket, and now they're all off the 
premises, there's no need to keep it locked up." 

** Quite right, Mrs. Jones," said Mr. Spenser, 
^^ I'm very glad you had so much thought. I 
don't know how Nurse came to overlook this 
cupboard." 

^*Why, there, she had such a deal to do 
with packing up all the things, sir," replied 
Mrs. Jones, " that t'aint to be wondered at, 
and its all safe enough to my certain know- 
ledge;" and then, after a little fumbling, she 
unlocked the door, and threw it wide open, 
disclosing all the heap of old toys huddled up 
together. 

^' Well this is a queer collection ! " said Mr- 
Spenser, laughing; *^a regular museum of 
antediluvian playthings ! Where on earth could 
they have come from ? I don't remember see- 
ing the children with any of these, even any 
time back! However, shut them up, Mrs. Jones, 
till the children come home, and then we'll 
enquire into the matter ! " 
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Again was the door shut, and the Toys con- 
signed once more to quiet and darkness, but 
this time only the button was turned, and not 
the key, so they slumbered peacefully enough 
and with the hope of freedom before them. And 
next morning if they had not a holiday to 
themselves, they had at any rate a little fresh 
air and sunshine. They were all turned out on 
the floor, while Mrs. Jones brought her pail 
and scrubbing brush, and gave the cupboard 
one of her *' good cleans,"" as she called them. 
And when it was all thoroughly dry, which she 
had taken care to hasten by setting the windows 
and doors open, she came back and began to 
replace the Toys. 

''Now Fve cleaned the cupboard, I s'pose 
I'm bound to tidy up the playthings," said she 
to herself; '' anyhow FU dust *em a bit." 

How they all quaked as they came under 
her hands, for she did dust them with a 
vengeance ! She rubbed and scrubbed them 
with an old piece of tea cloth, she tugged 
asunder the Kite and the Skipping-rope in a 
lively manner, that ended in the loss of half his 
long tail and much of his fringe, she shook the 
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dust out of the old Doll, and almost all the little 
life and bran she had left with it; she mixed 
up the Tea-things and Marbles in a bowl of 
cold water, and then dry rubbed them with a 
hard duster ; she bumped the Ball, she flapped 
the Toy Kitchen, she rubbed down the Rocking 
Horse till his last leg fell off; in short she 
cleaned them all, up and down, till they hardly 
knew whether they were wood or tin ! She 
finished up by arranging them all after her own 
fancy on the shelf of the cupboard. 

^^ Well really,*' said she, taking a step back- 
ward to survey the general effect, ^^it looks 
almost as nice as a toy shop ! ** And in the pride 
of her heart at her own work, she left the door 
ajar, that it might not be lost upon the family. 
And by-and-bye the housemaid and cook re- 
turned from their holiday, and they set to work 
and unpacked all the furniture out of the lumber 
room and replaced each article in its proper 
position. And the carpenter came and nailed 
down the carpets and put up the curtains, and 
the work proceeded fast and merrily, for they 
were all expected home the next evening. So 
the Toys heard and saw more life around them 
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than they had done for years, but they were 
not able to resume their gossips, for there were 
people in and out the whole day; and even by 
night they were not alone, for the cook slept in 
the room on a hasty-shake down bed, so as to 
be able to get every other room settled. And 
when the evening came, the arrival of the family 
was soon made known by the noisy bustle of 
the children and the clatter all over the house. 
The mice trembled with fear behind the wains- 
cots, and the crickets shrunk back into their 
farthest holes, for they understood well enough 
that their reign was over for the present. As 
for the Toys, they rather rejoiced than other- 
wise, for they had been in their time used to 
human companionship, and after their lonely 
captivity, were not sorry to welcome it once 
again. 

And as for the children, they were boiling 
over with wild spirits and merriment at their 
return to such a pleasant, bright home. They 
rambled all over the house, and held solemn 
councils in each room as to the new paper and 
paint, and were altogether thoroughly happy. 
Their long visit by the seaside had done them 
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a world of good, for the fresh salt breezes had 
seemed to send new strength to every fibre of 
their bodies and rosy colour to their cheeks, 
although the sun had done his part so well, that 
they were tanned of a healthy brown as well 
as red. Indeed, as Frank said, they had all had 
a coat of paint too, only that it was of a light 
mahogany colour ! 

When Miss Watson came next morning, she 
was so hugged, and welcomed, and talked to 
eagerly by all three at once, that after enduring 
it patiently for a little while, she laughed gaily, 
and said : — 

*^ My dears, I really must say to you, as the 
French king did to his courtiers and the donkey, 
when they all deafened him with their clamour, 
* one at a time, gentlemen, if you please ! ' for 
while Celia prattles in one ear, and Florry gab- 
bles in the other, and while Frank dances before 
me and shouts into both, I am quite unable to 
understand one word from either. You are not 
more rejoiced to see me than I am to welcome 
you all back, especially my dear Celia," said 
Miss Watson, as she affectionately drew Celia 
close to her and kissed her, '* for I see I have 
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been a true prophet, and that you have found 
the roses I promised you. So I think, as this 
morning- evidently is not likely to be spent in 
lessons, I must take you one at a time and hear 
all you have to tell me, only remember, gentle- 
men, it must be one at a time ! '* 

They all laughed heartily, and promised to 
comply with her desire, and so, as Frank said 
he could not keep his word if he stayed there, 
for he should be sure to begin telling her some 
of his adventures, he went off to the garden to 
see how that was getting on, and whether the 
scarlet runners in his little plot bid fair to give 
him one dish of beans that year. Florry was 
so eager to talk to Miss Watson, and so full 
of chatter, that by common consent she was 
banished to the nurser}'-, where she made a 
descent upon the open toy cupboard, and routed 
them all about till they hardly knew what had 
come upon them. Meanwhile Miss Watson 
and Celia had a very pleasant chat upon all 
that had happened during the holidays. And 
presently Mrs. Spenser came in, and greeted 
Miss Watson heartily. 

*' It does seem so good to be at home 
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again," she said. ^*We have enjoyed our trip 
Immensely, and the young folks have benefited 
by it so much that I quite rejoice In It. Don't 
you think Cella Is looking blooming again. 
Miss Watson. You were quite right In your 
predictions; the nice rambles and drives on 
the beach, and a fair amount of sea bathing, 
have Indeed brought back her rosy cheeks. 
And Frank Is all the better for It too, so I 
think the change will quite set him up before 
he goes to Westminster. And I don't know 
whether they told you that dear Harry came to 
us from Winchester, and was with us the whole 
time, which was a great treat, especially to me ; 
and, dear boy, he enjoyed It so much. He Is 
grown such a fine fellow. Miss Watson, you 
would hardly know your old pupil, and he Is 
now gone to spend the rest of his vacation with 
his uncle Henry, in the Isle of Man." 

^*I am sure It has done you all good," 
replied Miss Watson, '^ but I must confess, my 
dear Mrs. Spenser, the change for the better In 
yourself seems to me the best of all. You were 
looking so worn and thin when I last saw you, 
that I observed to my sister I thought you 
were the person who needed change most ! ' ' 
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" I believe I did," answered Mrs. Spenser, 
smiling; "I had been feeling far from strong 
for a long while, so that the rest and fi"eedom 
from care has been a real holiday to me. But 
I ^m so glad to get home once more, indeed, I 
believe one of the great blessings of going 
away lies in the pleasure of coming back ; and 
all looks so fresh and bright, it is like a 
new house!" 

** Mamma, Mamma," cried Florry, eagerly, 
** we have found all the old toys we thought 
we had lost! There was a cupboard in 
the nursery; which Nurse says she had lost 
the k^y of for a long while — and she thought it 
was empty. Do come and see, Celia; there's 
your old doll, and the skipping-rope, and all 
Harry's marbles, besides the big kite, an4 
such a lot of things. Oh I ' ' said Celia, clapping 
her hands and dancing round the room, *Mt's 
like Ali Baba's hoard of riches, and Frank says 
it's a regular treasure of Toys ! " 




^■ *»^^<D<^' ^c!3ft3y<i ><|> ' i>» » »^ 



WERTHEIMER, LEA AND CO., PRINTERS, FINSBURY CIRCUS. 



ORIGINAL JUVENILE LIBRARY. 



A CATALOGUE 

NEW AND POPULAR WORKS, 

PEIHCIPALLY FOB THE TOUNQ. 




tUBUaHSD BI 

GRIFFITH AND FAREAN, 



CORNER OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD. 
LONDON. 



A SPLENDID GIFT BOOK. 

Uedicated by Permission to H.R.H. The Princess BoyaL In Royal 4to 
Elegantly hound in cloth, gilt edges. Price Two Guineas, 

The Year: its Leaves and Blossoms; 

Illustrated by Henbt Stilke, in Thirteen Beautifal Chromo-I«it1io- 
graphic Plates, with Verses from the Poets. 
'* A charming Gift Book, and sure to be heartily welcomed"— Art Union, 



STANBSBY'S ILLUMINATED GIFT BOOKS. 

Erery page richly printed in Oold and Colours. 



The Floral Gift. 

Small 4to, price lis, cloth elegant; 2\s, morocco extra. 

" Every page has a border printed in Gold and Colours, in which our chief floral 
&vourites are admirably depicted. The binding is gorgeous, yet in g^^d taste.*' — 
Gentletnan^M Magazine. 

Aphorisms of the Wise and Good. 

With a Photographic Portrait of Milton. Price 9s. cloth, elegant; 
14*. Turkey morocco antique. 
** A perfect gem in binding, illustration, and literary excellence."— Da«7y Netos. 

Shakespeare's Household Words ; 

With a Photographic Portrait taken from the Monument at Stratford' 
on- Avon. Price 9s. cloth elegant; I4s. morocco antique. 

** An exquisite little gem, fit to be the Christmas offering to Titania or Queen Mab.**— 
TJte Critic. 

The Wisdom of Solomon ; • 

From the Book of ProTerhs. Small 4 to, price I4s, cloth elegant; 
I8s. calf; 2ls. morocco antique. 

** The borders are of surprising richness and variety, and the colours beautifully 
blended."— ilfomtn^ Post. 

The Bridal Souvenir; 

New Edition, with a Portrait of the Princess Royal. Elegantly 
bound in white and gold, price 2l8. 

"A splendid specimen of decorative art, and well suited for a bridal gift.**— Xifonsry 
Gazette. 

The Birth-Day Souvenir; 

A Book 01 Thoughts on Life and Immortality. Small 4to. price 
12«. 6c?. illuminated cloth; 18*. morocco antique. 

•' The illuminations are admirably designed.— Gentleman'i Magazine. 

Light for the Path of Life ; 

From the Holy Scriptures. SmalWto, price 12«. cloth elegant, 
15«. calf, gilt edges; 18«. morocco antique. 



NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY GfRIFriTH AND FARRAN. 



NEW AND POPULAR WOEKS. 



NEW WORK BY JOHN TIIVIBS. 

Ancestral Stories and Traditions of Great Families. 

niustrative of English History. By John Timbs, F.S.A. With 
Frontispiece. Post 8vo., price 7s, 6d., cloih elegant. 

NEW WORK BY BARBARA HUTTON. 

Heroes of the Crusades. 

By Barbara Hutton, author of " Castles and their Heroes." Illus- 
trated by PmoLO. Post 8vo., 5«. Cloth elegant, 5». 6d., gilt edge?. 

NEW WORK BY CAPfAlN . DRAYSON. 

Adventures of Hans Sterk. 

The South African Hunter and Pioneer. By Captain DaAYsoif, 
author of " Tales of the Outspan/' etc. Illustrated by Zwecker. 
Post 8vo., price £«. Cloth elegant, Ss. 6d., gilt edges. 

NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION. 

Trimmer's History of the Robins. 

Written for the Instruction of Children on their treatment of Animals. 
With 24 beautiful Engravings from Drawings by IIarhison Weir. 
Small 4to., 6«. Cloth elegant, 7s. 6d., bevelled boards, gilt edges. 



NEW WORK BY KAY SP£N. 

Our White' Violet. 

By Kay Spen, author of " Gerty and May," with Illustrations by T. 
S. Wale, ^uper Boyal l^mo., price 2su(5d, cloth elegant, 38. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 
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NEW AND INTERESTiNC WORKS 



ILLUSTRATED BY FROLICH. 

The Little Gipsy. 

By Elib Sauvagb. Translated by Anna Blackwell. Profasely 
illustrated by Lorenz Frolich. Small 4to., price 5«. cloth elegant, 
6«. gilt edges. 



Neptune. 



The Autobiography of a Newfoundland Dog. By the anthor of 
•*Tuppy," &c. Illustrated by A. T. Elwes. Super Royal 16rao., 
price 28. Sd, cloth elegant, Ss, Qd, coloured, gilt edges. 

NEW WORK BY MRS. DAVENPORT. 

Constance and Nellie; 

Or, the Lost Will. By Emma Davenport, author of ** Our Birth- 
days,** &c. Frontispiece by T. S. Wale. Fcap. 8vo., price 2«. 6rf. 
cloth elegant, 3«. gilt edges. 

NEW WORK BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT'S DAUGHTER. 

Stolen Cherries; 

Or, Tell the Truth at Once. By Emilia Marrtat Norris. Illus- 
trated by F. A. Eraser. Super Royal 16mo.^ price 2«. 6d. cloib, 
35. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

NEW WORK BY HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

Tales of the Toys. 

Told by Themselves. By Frances Freelino Broderip. With 
Illustrations by her brother, Tom Hood. Super Royal 16mo., price 
Ss. 6d. cloth elegant, is. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Alice and Beatrice. 

By Grandmamma. With Illustrations by John Absolon. Snper 
Royal 16mo., price 28. 6d. cloth elegant, 3*. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Comer Cottage and its Inmates ; 

Or, Trust in God. By Frances Osborne. With Illustrations by 
the Author. Fcap. 8vo., price 2s. 6d. cloth elegant, 3*. gilt edges. 

Sunbeam, a Fairy Tale. 

By Mrs. Pietzker. With Illnstrations by Alexander Chahle- 
MAONE. Small Post 8vo., price 3s. 6d. cloth elegant. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



NEW WORK BY CHARLES H. ROSS. 

The Book of Cats : 

A Chit Chat Chronicle of Feline Facts and Fancies ; Legendary, 
Lyrical, Medical, Mirthful, and Miscellaneous. By Chablbs H. 
Koss. With Twenty Illustrations by the Author. Post 8vo, price 
4s. 6d. cloth; 5s, gilt edges. 

" A valuable contribution to cat history."— Cour^ Journal, 

NEW PICTURE BOOK. 

The Attractive Picture Book. 

A New Gift from the Old Corner, containing numerous Illustrations 
by eminent Artists. Super-royal 4to. price Ss. 6d. plain; 7s, 6d, 
coloured; 10s. 6d. on cloth and coloured, bound in an elegant cover, 
printed in gold and colours. 



NEW WORK BY MISS CRAIK. 

Cousin Trix, 

. And her Welcome Tales. By Geobgiana Craik. With Illustra- 
tions by F. W. Kbtl. Super-royal 16mo, price 3s, 6cf. cloth; 4*. 6d, 
coloured, gilt edges. 

*' Bright and lively, with a well concealed moral,"— Guardian, 

Castles, and their Heroes. 

By Barbara Hdtton. With Illustrations. Post 8vo, price 4s. Qd. 
cloth; 5s, gilt edge$. 

'* A good conception cleverly executed."— -Bri^*A Quarterly. 

Gerald and Harry ; 

Or, the Boys in the North. By Emilia Marrtat Norris. With 
Illustrations by J, B. Zwecker. Post Svo, price 55. cloth; 5s. 6d, 
gilt edges. 

" The author can tell a story with much spirit, and on the present occasion sjie ha<< 
done her best."— Athenceum, 



SM 



NEW AND INTERESTINC WORKS 



The Early Start in Life. 

By Emilia Mabryat Norsis. With Illustrations hj J. I^awson. 
Post 8vo, price 5s. cloth elegant; Bs, 6d, gilt edges. 

** Mrs. Norris has established her own fame, and her paternity is dearlj prored hj the 
knack in story telling she inherits firom her father.* **—Jrt Journal, 

NEW WORK BY JAMES GREENWOOD . 

The Bear King : 

A Narrative Confided to the Marines by James Greenwood. With 
Ulastrations by Ernest Griset. Printed on toned paper. Small 4to, 
price ds. 6d, cloth; Bs, coloured, g^lt edges. 

*' More than ainnBing."--5afarday Review. 

*' Ably supported by Griset's dr&^iDgB,'*—Athetueuw, 

Upside Down : 

A Series of Amusing Pictures from Sketclies by the late W. 
McCoNNBLL, with Verses by Thomas Hood. Coloured Plates 4to, 
price 2«. 6d., fancy boards. 

*' Ludicrous and tim.\mng,**—IUtutrated Times, 

The Little Child's Fable Book ; 

Arranged progressively in words of One, Two, and Three Syllables, 
With Sixteen Page Illustrations by Georgina Bowers. Small 4to. 
price d«. 6d, cloth; Ss, coloured, gilt edges. 

** Will be a boon to erery nursery.*— Cotir^ Journal, 



The Young Vocalist : 

A Collection of Twelve Songs, each with an Accompaniment for the 
Pianoforte, selected from Mozart, Weber, M ea d elssohn, Sphor, &c., by- 
Mrs. MouNSBT Bartholomew, Associate of the Philharmonic 
Society. 4to, price 28, paper cover; or d«. ^d, cloth extra, gilt edges. 

" These Lyrics are selected and composed fbr children who are too young to sing operatic 
or romantic songs, or too old for those founded on nursery tales. The melodies are all of 

a suitable compass, so that the voices may not be injured by practice at an eariy age.** 

Extract from Preface, 



<i 



Arranged with the best possible taste and iMiLll,'*~-Muriocd World* 
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The Confessions of a Lost Dog, 

Reported by her Mistress, Frances Power Cobbe. With a Photo- 
graph of the Dog from Life, by Frank Haes. Super-royal 16mo, 
price 2s, cloth, gilt edges. ^ 

His Name was Hero. 

Frontispiece from a Painting by Sir W. Calcott, E.A. Price Is. 
sewed. 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

The Grateful Sparrow. 

A True Story, with Frontispiece. Fifth Edition. Price 6(f. sewed. 

How I Became a Governess. 

Third Edition. With Frontispiece. Price 2«. cloth^ 2s, %d, gilt edges. 

Dicky Birds. 

A True Story. Third Edition. With Frontispiece. Price 6</. 

My Pretty Puss. 

With Frontispiece. Price 6cf. 

The Adventures of a Butterfly. 

From the French of P. J. Stabl. Seven Engravings. Price 8<l. 

The Hare that Found his Way Home. 

From the French of P. J. Stahl. With Frontispiece. Price 6(/. 
CHARLES BENNETT'S LAST WORK. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. 

Written and Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Eogravings. 
Fcap. 4to., price 3«. 6c/. cloth elegant; As, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** The work of a man who is sure to pat some touch of a peculiar genius into whstever 
h»doeB."-PaUMaaGazeUe, 

** There is rare fun for the little ones, and there is genius in the tvm.'*—N<mamfarmUt, 



A 



WORKS BY JOHN T1MB8. 

Lady Bountifurs Legacy 

To her Family and Friends: a Book of Practical Instrnctions and Duties, 
Counsels and Experiences, Hints and Becipes in Housekeeping and 
Domestic Management. Post 870, price 6«. cloth elegant; la, bevelled 
boards, gilt edges. 

** When it is remembered that the sum total of our worldly happiness rests wHb the 
comforts and amenities of home life, the true value of the teaching in this book cannot 
fail of being fully appreciated."— Jt/oming- Pott, 

" There is something to be found in this volume about everything which concerns the 
household."— CKurcAman. 

Nooks and Comers of English Life. 

Past and Present. By John Timbs. With Hlustrations. Post 8vo, 
price 6«. cloth; 6«. 6^. gilt edges. 

*' There is not a chapter in the whole work in which instructive matter is not found.'*-. 
London Review, 

** A book • which ought to find a place in one of the nooks and * corners * of every 
library."— 2%« Reiigttary. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World ; 

A Book of Adventares and Anecdotes^ and carious Contributions to 
Natural History. By John Timbs. Illustrations by Zwecker, 
Post 8vo., price 6«., cloth, 6s. 6d., gilt edges. 

'* Among all the books of the season that will be studied with profit and pleasure, there 
is not one more meritorious in aim, or more successful in execvLUon."^AtJtenteum, 



Caslmir, the Little Exile. 

By Caboline Peachet. With Illustrations by C. Stanton. Post 
8yo., price 48. 6d. cloth elegant; 5s. gilt edges. 

" The tone of * Cairimir ' is healthy, and the story will be found no less beneficial than 
interesting." — Athemeum, 

Lucy's Campaign; 

A Story of Adventure. . By Mart and Catherine Lee. With 
niustrations by George Hay. Fcap. Svo, price 3s. cloth elegant; 
3s, 6d. gilt edges. 

** The adventures * Lucy ' goes through are detailed in a remarkably agreeable manner.*' 
— The Queen, 
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Gerty and May. 

By the Author of " Granny's Story Box," and " Our White Violet." 
Illustrated by M. L. Vinino. Price 2s, 6d, cloth; 3«. 6c/. coloured, 
gilt edges. 

*' A charming book for children. Though the story is full of fun, the moral is never 
lost sight of "—Literary Churchman, 

Nursery Times; 

Or, Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old Nurse. Illustrated by 
J. Law80N. Price 3«. 6(/. cloth ; As, 6(2. coloured, gilt edges. 



Animals and Birds; 



Sketches from Nature by Harrison Weir, for the use of the Young 
Artist. Koyal 4to., publishing in parts, price Is. each. 

%* Parts L and IL now ready. 



BY THE HON. MISS BETHELL. 

Helen in Switzerland. 

By the Hon. Augusta Betiiell. With Illustrations by E. Whtmper. 

Super-royal 16ino, price 3«. 6d cloth extra; 4«. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A pleasant variety of local legend and history, mingled with the incidents of travel." 
~~The Spectator, 

Echoes of an Old Bell ; 

And other Tales of Fairy Lore, by the Honble. Augusti. Bethell. 

Illustrations by F. W. Eetl. Super royal l6mo., price Za, 6d, cloth, 

48, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" A dellghtftil book of well-conceived and elegantly-written ttiry tales."— Ltferary 
Churchman, 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy 

CRUSOE. By Chables H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured 
Illustrations. Imperial 8yo, price *2s. 

Infant Amusements; 

Or, How to Make a Nursery Happy. With Hints to Parents and 
Nurses on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. Post 8vo, price 3*. 6d, cloth. 

" We urge parents most strongly to obtain this book forthwith ; wo know of no book 
that can compare with it in practical value. Each chapter is worth the price of the 
book."— Our Fireside. 



10 NEW AND INTERCSTINC WORKS 

Taking Tales for Cottage Homes ; 

in Plain Language and Large Type. In Twelve Parts, each 

containing Sixty-four pages, and several Engravings. 4d, each. 

Complete in Pour Volumes, cloth, U. 6c/., or 2 vols. extra cloth^ Ss, 6d 

each. 

*' Tho terse Saxon terms employed are level to the capacity of the humblest.** — Ragcged 
ScTiOol Magazine, 
" Written in a clear and sensible style."— Guartf/an. 

Fcatherland ; 

Or, How the Birds lived at Greenlawn. By G. W. Fekn. With 

Illnstrations hy P. W. Eetl. Super-rojal l6mo.> price 2a, 6d», clotii, 

38. 6d., coloured, gilt edges, 

" A delightful book for children. There Is no story, but the happiest perception of 
childish enjoyment is contidned in fanciful sketches of bird-hfe "^Examiner, 

The Australian Babes in the Wood; 

A True Story told in Rhyme for the Young. Wilh Illustrations 
by Hugh Cabieron, A.R.S.A.; J. McWhirtib; Geo. Hay; J. 
Lawson, &c. Imperial 16mo. Is, Gd. Boards. 2s. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Trottie's Story Book; 

True Tales in Short Words and Largo Type. Eight Illustrations by 
Weir. Price 2«. 6d., cloth, 3«. 6d., coloured, gilt edges. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. 

with Twelve Illustrations by Harrison Wkik. 'Jhird edition. 
Price 28. 6d. cloth, 38, Gd. coloured, gilt edges. 

Work in the Colonies ; 

Some Account of the Missionary operations of the Church of England 
in connexion with the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in 
Foreign Parts. With Map and Sixteen Illustrations. Koyal 16mo. 
price 5«., cloth. 

Early Days of English Princes ; 

By Mrs. Russell Gray. Illustrations hy John Pbakklik. New 

and Enlarged Edition. Super-royal 16mo., price 3s, 6</., cloth, 4«. 6^., 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Pictures of Girl Life. 

By Catharine Augusta Howell. Prontispicce by F. Eltzs. 
Fcap. 3vo., price 3*. cloth, 38. Gd. gilt edges. 
•• A really healthy and stimulating book for g\r\B.""Nonconformist. 

Pages of Child Life; 

By Catharine Augusta Howell, With Three Illustrations. Fcap. 
8vo , price 3s. 6d, cloth. 
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The Four Seasons. 

A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, being Four Lectures 

written for the Working' Men's Institute, Paris. With Illustrations. 

Imperial 16mo. Price, 3« 6d, cloth. 

*' Distinguished by extreme clearness, and teeming with information of a useful and 
popular character."— Guardian. 

Fun and Earnest ; 

Or, Khymes with Reason, by D*Arct W. Thompson, Illus- 
trated by Chables H. Bennett. Imperial 16mo., price Ss. cloth, 
4s. 6(f. coloured. Cloth, Elegant gilt edges. 

'* Only a clever man with the touch of a poet's feeling in him, can write good childreu'a 
nonsense ; sudi a man the author proves himself to he.'—Examitter. 

Nursery Nonsense; 

Or Rhymes without Reason^ by D'Abct W. Thompson, with sixty 

Illustrations, by C. H. Bennett. Second edition. Imperial 16mo., 

price 2«. 6d. cloth; or 48. 6d. coloured, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

" The funniest book we have seen for an age, and quite as harmless as hearty."— Dai/jf 
Review. 

** Whatever Ifr. Bennett does, has some touch in it of a true genius."— foraM^er. 

Spectropia ; 

Or, Surprising Spectral Blusions, showing Ghosts everywhere and of 
any Colour. By J. H. Brown. Fifth edition. Quarto. Coloured 
Plates. Price 2s. 6d. fancy boards. 
" One of the best sdentific toy books we have aeeaai.**—JtfieruBum, 
"A clever book. The illusions are founded on true scientific principles."— CA«iintca/^(n0«. 

WORKS BY LADY LUSHINGTON. 

Almeria's Castle j 

Or, My £arly Life in India and England. By Ladt Lushinoton, 

with Twelve Illustrations. Price 48. 6d., cloth, 5«., gilt edges. 

" The Authoress has a very graphic pen, and brings before our eyes, with singular 
vividness, the localities and modes of life she aims to describe."— Xoncfon Jtevieip. 

Hacco the Dwarf; 

Or, The Tower on the Mountain ; and other Tales, by Ladt Lush- 

INGTON. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell. Super royal 16mo., price 

38. 6d. cloth, 4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** Enthusiasm is not our usual fashion, but the excellence of these stories is so greatly 
above the average of most clever tales for the play-room, that we are tempted to reward 
the author with tLdmira.Uon,""Athenaum. 

The Happy Home; 

Or the Children at the Red House, by Lady Lushington. niustrated 
by G. J. Pinwell. Price Ss. 6d, cloth, 4s, 6rf. coloured, gilt edges. 



'* A happy mixture of fact and fiction. Altogether it is one of the best books of the 
m 



kind we have met -with."— Guardian, 



1 2 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

BY MRS. HENRY WOOD. 

William AUair; 

Or, Running awaj to Sea, by Mrs. H. Wood, author of ** The Chan- 

nings,'* etc. Frontispiece by F. Gilbert. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo., 

price 2s. Gd.^ cloth, 3^. gilt edges. 

** There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's writings, from which neither old nor young 
c .n eac&pe.'*—BeWs Messenger, 

WORKS BY MRS. DAVENPORT. 

The Holidays Abroad; 

Or, Right at Last. By Emma Davenport. With Frontispiece by 
G. Hat. Fcap. 8vo., price 2*. 6d. cloth extra; 3s. gilt edges. 
"Its tone is healthy and natural.*'— C&urc/nnaft. 

The Happy Holidays; 

Or, Brothers and Sisters at Home, by Emma Davenport. Frontispiece 
by F. Gilbert. Fcap. Svo., price 2s, 6d, cloth, 3*. gilt edges. 

Our Birth Days; 

And how to improve them, by Mrs. E. Davenport, Frontispiece by 
D. H. Friston. Fcap. 8vo., price 2s, 6d. cloth, Ss, gilt edges. 
'* Most admirably suited as a gift to young gir]B,**—Biitish Jifoiher** Magazine. 

Fickle Flora, 

And her Sea Side Friends. By Emma Davenport. With Illus- 
trations by J. Absolon. Price 3«. Qd, cloth ; 4s. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges 

Live Toys ; 

Or, Anecdotes of our Four-legged and other Pets. By Emma Daven- 
port. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Second Edition. 
Super Royal 16mo. price 2s, %d, cloth; Zs. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
" One of the best kind of books for youthful reading."— C'uard/an. 



DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ROSSINI. 

Little by Little. 

A series of Graduated Le&sons in the Art of Reading Music. Second 
Edition. Oblong Svo., price Ss. 6d, cloth. 
" One of the best productions of the kind which have yet appeared."— C/iar^M Steggalf, 
Mus. 2>.. Cemtab. 

Memorable Battles in English History. 

Where Fought, why Fought, and their Results. With Lives of the 
Commanders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Frontispiece by 
Robert Dudley. Post Svo. price 6*. extra cloth. 

** Of the care and honesty of the author's labours, the book gives abundant proof.*'— 
Athenamm. 
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The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. 

"Written and Illustrated by Tom Hood. Quarto, price 2*. 6d. 
coloured plates. 

*< Full of fan and of good innocent humour. Tliellluatrations are excellent"— 2%6 Critie, 

WORKS BY M. BETHAM EDWARDS- 

The Primrose Pilgriraaige. 

A Woodland Story, by M. Betiiam Edwards, illustrations by T. R. 

Macquoid. Price 2s, ed, cloth, 3s. 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the early days cf 
Mai7 Howitt."— Nonconformist. 
** The Poems are full of interest, and the Illustrations charming."— ^r< Journal, 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine, 

By M. Betham Edwards. With Illustrations by F. W. Ketl. 
Price 38, 6d, cloth ; 4». 6rf. coloured, gUt edges. 
" Full of amusing incidents, good stories, and sprightly pictures." — T/te Dial, 

Holidays Among the Mountains; 

Or, Scenes and Stories of Wales. • By M. Bcthau Edwards. Illus- 
trated by F. J. Skill. Price 3«. 6d, cloth; 4s, 6d^ coloured, gilt edges. 



Nursery Fun ; 

Or, the Little Folks' Picture Book. The Illustrations by 0. H. 
Bennett. Quarto, price 2«. 6d, coloured plates. 
" Will be greeted with shouts of laughter in any nursery."— r/te Critic. 

Play-Room Stories; 

Or, How to make Peace. By Georoiana M. Craik. With Illus- 
trations by C. Green. Price 3«. 6d. cloth ; As, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

"This Book will come with 'peace* upon its wings into many a crowded playroom.' 
— Art Journal, 

The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Lady Thomas. With Illus- 
trations by H. Wbir. Imperial 16mo, price 2s, 6d. cloth; Bs, 6d, 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow; 

With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days, Illustrated by 
H. Weir. Second Edition. 2s, 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges, 
•* The dedication of these pretty tales, prove by whom they are written j they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and graceful method of amusing while instructing, which 
only persons of genius possess."— ilir^ Journal, 



BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

With Illustrations, Fcap. Svo. price 5s, each doth. 

Luke Ashleigh; 

Or, School Life in Holland. By Alfred Elwes. 
" The author's best book, by a writer whose popularity with boys is great.** — AihenttuM, 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy's Struggles in the Great World. By A. Elwbb. 

Ralph Seabrooke; 

Or, The Adventures of a Young Artist in Piedmont and Toscanj. 
By A, Elwes. 

Frank and Andrea; 

Or Forest Life in the Island of Sardinia. By A, Elwes. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica and Monte 
Christo. By A. Elwes. 

Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have held dominion over the Sea; 
and comprising a brief History of Navigation. By Alfred £i«we8. 

Lost in Ceylon ; 

The Story of a Boy and GirFs Adventures in tlie Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. By William Dalton. 

The White Elephant; 

Or the Hunters of Ava. By William Dalton. 

The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 
and his Lad Chow. By W. Dalton. 
*' A tale of lively adventure vigorously told, and embodying much curious information." 
Ilnttrated Aews. 

Neptune's Heroes : or The Sea Kings of England; 

from Hawkins to Franklin. By W. II. Davenport Adams. 
** We trust Old England may ever have "writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
children the noble lives of her greatest men." — Athenceum. 

Historical Tales of Lancastrian Times. 

By the Rev. 11. P. Ddnster, M.A. 
*' Conveys a good deal of information about the manners and customs of England and 
France in the loth Century."— Gren</e»ien'* Magazine. 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

By J. C. Brough. With 16 Hlustrations by C. H. Bennett. New 
Edition, Revised throughout. 
** Science, perhaps, -was never made more attractive and easy of entrance into the 
youthful mind."— r/ic Builder. 

** Altogether the volume is one of the most original, as veil as one of the most uaefa], 
books of the season."— Gen/Z«man'« Magazine, 
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WORKS BY THOMAS HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

Wild Roses ; 

Or, Simple Stories of Country Life. By Francis Fbeeling Bbodbbip. 
Illastrated by Anelat. Post 8vo, 3^. 6d. cloth 4s, gilt edges. 
" Written with the grace and truthfulness which the daughter of Tom Hood knows so 
well how to impart."— Jr/ Journal. 

Mamma's Morning Gossips ; 

Or, Little Bits for Little Birds. Containing Easy Lessons in Words 
of One Syllable, and Stories to read. With f^fty Illustrations by 
Tom Hood. Foolscap Quarto, 8*., cloth, 4*. 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices ; 

The words by Mrs. Bbodebip; set to music by Thomas Mubbt, 
with 40 illustrations by To3i Hood. Fcap. 4to., price 6». cloth. 

Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Counterpane ; 

A Patchwork of Story and Song. Illastrated by Tom Hood. 
Super royal 16mo. price Ss, 6d. cl.,4«. 6d. coloared, gilt edges. 
" Hans Andersen has a formidable rival in this gentle l&dy"—Art Journal. 

My Grandmother's Budget 

of Stories and Verses. Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price 3«. 6d, cloth ; 
4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
*'Some of the most charming little inventions that ever adorned the department of 
literBtaie,'*—JUiutraied Times, 

Tiny Tadpole; 

And other Tales. With Illustrations by Tom Hood. Price 3*. 6d. 
cloth; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
** A remarkable book, by the brother and sister of a family in which genius and fun are 
inherited."~iSa<urday Review. 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. 

Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price 2s, 6d, cl. ; 3s, Qd, col., gilt edges. 

BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT'S DAUGHTER. 

With Illustrations by various Artists. Super-royal 16 mo, price 2s, 6d, 

each cloth elegant, 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Children's Pic Nic, 

And what Came of it. 

What became of Tommy; 

By Emilia Mabrtat Nobhis. 

A Week by Themselves ; 

By Emilia Marrtat Norris. 
*' Our younger readers will be charmed with a story of some youthful Crusoes, written 
by the daughter of Ci^tain flaxryM." •Guardian, 

Harry at School ; 

By Emilia Marrtat. 

Long Evenings; 

Or, Stories for My Little Friends. Second Edition. 



\ 



16 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

LANDELL'S INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSING WORKS. 

The Boy's own Toy Maker. 

A Practical IHnstrated Guide to the useful employment of Ijeisnre 
Hours. By E. Landklls. With Two Hundred Cuts. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Royal 16mo, price 28, 6d,, cloth. 
'* A new and YsJoable form of endless BxaaBement.**~None<mfbrmisL 
** We reconunend it to all who have children to be instructed and amnsed.** — Bconomut. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 

And Book of Recreation. By E. and A. Landblls. Fourth Edition. 
With 200 Illustrations. Royal 16mo. price 2$, 6d, cloth. 
** A perfect magazine of information." — lUtutrated New* oftJie World, 

Home Pastime ; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical instructions. By 
E. Lahdells. New and Cheaper Edition, price d«. 6<2. complete, with 
the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

*«* By this novel and ingenious ''Pastime," Twelve beautiful Models can 

be made by Children from the Cards. 

** As a delightfiil exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of passing a winter's 
evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Meiker.*'— Illustrated Newt. 
** Should be in every house blessed with the presence of children.**— TA^ Field, 

The Illustrated Paper Model Maker; 

Containing Twelve Pictorial Subjects, with Descriptive Letter-press 
and Diagrams for tlie construction of the Models. By E. Lakdelz^. 
Price 28, in a neat Envelope. 

** A most excellent mode of educating both eye and hand in the knowledge of tarm,** — 
English Chikrchman, 

THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 

Fairy Land; 

Or, Recreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose and Verse. By 
TuoMAS and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. Hood, Jnn. Second 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo; price 3«. 6r/. cloth; As, 6d. coloured 
gilt edges. 

** These tales are eharming. Before it jE^oes into the Nnrsery, we recommend all grown 
up people should study * Fairy Laud.* "—Blacheood. 

The Headlong Career and Wofiil Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son. Fourth 
Edition. Post 4to, fancy boards, price 28. 6d., coloured. 

'* The Illustrations are intensdy humourous."— TA^ Ctilic, 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF "TRIUMPHS OF STEAM," ETC. 

Meadow Lea ; 

Or, the Gipsy Children; a Story founded on fact. With Illustra- 
tions by John Gilbeut. Fcap. 8vo. price 4«. 6d. cloth; 5^. gilt edges. 

The Triumphs of Steam; 

Or, Stories from the Lives of Watt, Arkwright, and Stephenson. With 

Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated by permission to Robert 

Stephenson, Esq., M.P. Second edition. Royal I6mo, price 3*. 6(1, 

cloth ; 4*. 6(/., coloured, gilt edges. 
*' A most delicious volume of examples."— >4/'/ Journal, 

Our Eastern Empire; 

Or, Stories from the History of British India. Second Edition, with 
Continuation to the Proclamation of Queen Victoria. With Four 
Illustrations. Royal l6mo. cloth 3s, 6d.i As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" These stories are charming, and convey a general vievir of the progress of our Empire In 
the East. The tales are told with admirable clearness." — Athenaum, 

Might not Right ; 

Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Illustrated 

by J. Gilbert. Royal 16n)o. Ss, 6d, cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
"With the fortunes of Columbus, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of these stories, the 
writer has succeeded in producing a very interesting \olnme."—IUtulrat€d News. 

Tuppy ; 

Or the Autobiography of a Donkey. Rlustrated by Weik. Price 
2s, 6d, cloth ; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
** A very intelligent donkey, worthy of the distinctu)n conferred upon him by the artist." 
— Art Journal, 

Rhymes and Pictures. 

By William NE^ylIAN. 12 Rlustrations. Price 6d, plain, Is. 
coloured. 2s, 6d, on linen, and bound in cloth. 

1. The History of a Quartern Loaf. 

2. The History of a Cup of Tea. 

3. The History of a Scuttle of Coals. 

4. The History of a Lump of Sugar. 

5. The History of a Bale of Cotton. 

6. The History of a Golden Sovereign. 

\* Nos. 1 to 3 and 4 to 6, may be had bound in Two Volumes. Cloth 
price 2s. each, plain ; 3^. 6d. coloured. 

Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. By Henbt Bdrsill. 1st & 2nd Series 
each containing Eighteen Original Designs. 4to.2« each plain; 28,6d, coL 
*' Uncommonly clever— some wonderful effects are produced."— 2%^ i*ress. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. 

Illustrated by C. H. Benkbtt. With Ninety Engravings. Ne.v 
Edition. Fcap. 4to., price 3s. 6d, cloth, plain, or 6a. coloured. 
" The illustrations are all so replete with fiin and imagination, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natured grandfather who gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, for a Christmas-Box.**— A^o/'ef and Queries, 
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Home Amusements. 

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. By Pbter Pdzzlewfxl, Esq;, of Rebus Hall. 
New Edition, with Frontispiece by Phiz. 16mo, 2«. 6d. cloth. 

Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milner. With Frontispiece 
by Birket Foster. Fcap. Svo. price 3s. 6d, cloth; 4«. Qd, cloth cl^ant, 
gilt edges. 

'*A beautiful narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, and evil tempen 
subdued." — British MoUier't Journal. 

BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 

Our Soldiers; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Army during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With Frontispiece from a Painting in the Victoria Cross 
Gallery. Second Edition. Fcp. Svo. price 3«. cloth ; 3«. 6(f. gilt edges. 

Our Sailors ; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Navy during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. With Frontis- 
piece. Second Edition, Price Ss, cloth; 3s, 6d, gilt edges. 
*' These yolnmcs abundantly proYe that both our officers and men in the Army and Navy, 
have been found as ready as ever to dare, and to do as vras dared and done of yore.* 



W. H. G. KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. price 5s, each, cloth. 

True Blue ; 

Or, the Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of the Old School. 

*' Tliere is about all Mr. Kingston's tales a spirit of hopefulness, honesty, and cheerj 
good principle, which makes them most wholesome, as well as most interesting reading.'* — 
Era. 

** With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adventure."— i//tM/ra/ed New9, 

Will Weatherhelra ; 

Or, the Yam of an Old Sailor ahout his Early Life and Adventures. 

Fred Markham in Russia; 

Or, the Boy Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

Salt Water ; 

Or Neil D*Arcy's Sea Life and Adventures. 

Mark Seaworth; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. Second Edition. 

Peter the Whaler ; 

His early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions. Third Edition. 
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Distant Homes; 

Or, the Graham Family in New Zealand. By Mrs. I. E. AylM£s. 
With Illustrations. Price 3*. Gd. cloth; 4*. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" English children will be delighted with the history of the Graham Family, and be 
enabled to form pleasant and truthful conceptions oi the ' Distant Homes' inhabited bj 
their kindred."^^/Aen<Ettm. 

The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

ING and of the FAT FROG. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. Illugfrated 
by H. Weir. 2*. ed. cloth; 3s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
'* Most amusingly and wittily to\^"~Maruing Heralds 

Historical Acting Charades ; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings, by the author of " Cat and 
Dog," etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo., price 3», 6</. cloth gilt edges. 
"A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical yalvLe"''IlliutratedNetos, 

The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirty-five Blustrations by Richard Doylb. Beautifully printed^ 

New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 2s, 6d. cloth; 3s,6d» 

coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 

'* In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the book a 
place amonffst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children." 
—JUuitnUea Timet, 



Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 



And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Frances Browne. Illnstratioxis 
by Eennt Meadows. Ss. 6rf. cloth, 45. 6d, coloured. 

"One of the happiest blendhigs of marvel and moral we have ever seen." — Literary 
Oeuette. 

The Early Dawn ; 

Or, Stories to Think about Blustrated by H. Weir. Second 
Edition. Price 2«. &d, cloth; 3^. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldine E. Jewsbubt, 
author of " The Adopted Child," etc. Illustrations by J. Arsolon. 
Second Edition. Price 2*. 6</. cloth ; 3.?. 6rf. coloured, gilt edges. 
"As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's day ."—Examiner, 

Tales of Magic and Meaning. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 4to. ; price Zs, 6rf. 
cloth; 4s. 6d* coloured. 

" Cleverly written, abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pure a moral, that 
we mnst pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow, who catches tliese * Tales of Magic,* 
as a windfall fi-om * The Christmas Trce'^'—Athenteum, 
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Peter Parley's Fagots for the Fire Side; 

Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. Twelve Illiistrations. New Edition. 

'Fcap. Svo.; d«. Od., cloth; 4«. 6</. coloured, gilt edges, 

" A new book hj Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, wherever the 
Bngiish language is spoken and read. He has a happy method of coayeying infonnation, 
yvlilie seeming to address himself to the imagination/' — TAe Critic. 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Keligion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among the Natives. By Mrs. M'Dougaxx. Fourth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. d«. 6d, cloth. 
** AH is new, interesting, and admirably told.'*— C%urcA emd State Gaxette. 

Kate and Eosalind ; 

Or, Early Experiences. By the author of " Quicksands on Foreign 
Shores," etc Fcap. 8vo, 3«. 6d, cloth; As, gilt edges. 

*' A book of unusual merit. The story is exceedingdy well told, and the characters are 
drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with."— CAurcA of England Quarterfy. 

** The Irish scenes are of an excellence that has not been surpassedf since the best days 
of Miss Edgeworth."— i^ra«er'« Magazine, 

Clarissa Donnelly ; 

Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By GERAi^Dnni E. 

Jbwsbubt. With an Illustration by John Absolok. fcap. Svo, 

S8,Qd, cloth; 4s, gilt edges. 

"With wonderful power, only to be matched by as admirable a rimplicity,MiB8 Jewsbury 
has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of purpose, for simple, nervous writing, 
and for artistic construction, it is one of the most valuable works of the day.** — Xoc^T' 
Companion. 

The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. By M. and E. Kirbt. Illustrated 

by H. K. Browne (Phiz.). Third edition, price 2s, 6d, cloth; 

Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

"We know no better method of banishing 'discontent * firom school-room and nursery 
than by introducing this wise and clever story to their ixunaies.**—Art Journal. 

The Talking Bird; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
E. Kirbt. With Illustrations by H. K. Browne. Second Cdicion. 
Price 2s, 6d, cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Julia Maitland; 

Or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. and E. Eirbt. Blustratcd by 
Absolon. Price 2*. 6d, cloth; 3*. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the same theme."— 
Tk^Fresi. 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2«. 6d., in fancy boards, 

or mounted on cloth, Is. extra. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

The Careless Chicken; 

By the Babon Krakemsides. By Alfred Crowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. 

By the Baron Krakebisides, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Blustrated 
by Alfred Crowqdjll. 

l^augh and Grow Wise; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen large coloured 
Plates. Price 2s. 6d, fancy boards; or 3s, 6d, mounted on cloth. 



The Eemarkable History of the House that Jack 

Built. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently Illuminated by The 
Son of a Genius. Price 2s, infancy cover. 

** Mosuificcnt in suggestion, aiid most comical in expression I " — Athenaum, 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of ** Life ot 
Stothaid," "Trelawny," etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 3«. 6d cloth; 4«. 6d coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A peep at tlie actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithftdly described by Mrs. Bra^, is a 
treat. Uer knowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, hei* exquisite teeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have given a freshness to the little volmne 
we did not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to know the origin of such tales and legends." — Art Journal, 

A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

The Favourite Picture Book ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Absolon, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. Landseer, 
J. Leech, J. S. Prout, II. Weir, etc. New Edition. Boyal 4to., 
bound in a new and Elegant Cover, price Zs, 6d, plain; 7s, 6d, coloured; 
lOs, 6d, mounted on cloth and coloured. 

Sunday Evenings vnth Sophia; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By Leonora 
G. Bell. Frontispiece by J. Absolon. Ecap. 8vo, price 2«. 6dL cloth. 
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Blind Man's Holiday ; 

Or Short Tales for the Knrscrf . Bj tbe Author of ** Mia and Clufffie.* 
ninstrated by AB80Lo:f. St. id. doth; 4«. 6<£. colonred, gilt edges. 

NEW AND BEAUTIFUL UBRARY EDITION. 

The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

A Tale. By Outer Ooi.i>naTH. Printed by Whiuingham. Wilh 
Eight Illastrationd by J. Ab8oix>n. Squere fcap. Sto, price ba^ doth; 
7«. half-booDd morocco, Koxbnrghe style; 10a. td, antiqne morooeo. 

Mr. Abtoion's graphic iketebes add grcstljto the inte w t of the volame: attogetlier. 
It it M pretty an e<IHuon of the ' Vicar' as we Iiave leea. Mrs. Primroae hendf would 
eonAder it * well dressed.' "—Art JcunuU. 

*'Adelightfa]editiMiofoneoftbemostddi£^>tfti]ofworks: the fine old tjpe and tlii^ 
paper maka this T<diirae attractire to anj lorer of books.**— fdSMwTA Guanbmm, 

The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 

By Gbakdfather Gbet. With Blustrations. Third and Cheaper 
Edition. Royal 16mo., 2s. 6d, cloth; 3a. 6d. colonred, gilt edges. 

** The idea la excellent, and its exeentioa equally commendable. Tbe sobieeta are wdl 
•elected, and are rer j happily told in a l^t yet sendble manner."— H>e4^ Aeirr. 

Cat and Dog ; 

Or, Memoirs of Fuss and the Captain. Slastrated by Weib. Eighth 

Edition. Super-royal 16mo, 2«. 6d. cloth; da. 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

" The author of this amusing little tale is, endently, a keen obserrer of nature. The 
lllttstratlons are well executed ; and tbe mond, which points the tale, is conveyed in the 
roost attractive form."— JSn'tonnui. 

The Doll and Her Friends ; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of " Cat and 
Dog." Third Edition. With Four Illustrations by H. K. Browns 
(Phiz). 2s. Gd., cloth ; Ss. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Tales from Catland ; 

Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an Old Tabbt. 
Illustrated by II. Weir. Fourth Edition. Small 4to, 2s. 6d, plain; 
3«. 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 

'* The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this one of thepleasanteet 
little books of the season."— Z.a</^*« Newtpaper, 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 

From Nature and Hecollcction. In Twenty Plates. By J. B, 4to^ 

price 2s.t plain; 2s, 6</m coloured, fancy boards. 

*' Truer, heartier, more playftil, or more ei^joj'able sketches of animal life could 
•oarcely be found a^nyvthev^.—Speclutor, 
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WORKS BY THE LATE MRS- R. LEE. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Third Edition. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Fcdp. 8vo, 
38. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, 

REPTILES, and FISHES. With Illustrations by Harrisok Wbir. 
Second Edition. Ecap. Svo, Ss, 6d, cloth; 48. gilt edges. 

*' Amusing, instructive, and ably written." — Literary Oaxette. 

"Mrs. Lee's authorities— to name only one, Professor Owen— are, for the most part 
fint'r&te.*—Athena!um. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 

ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Archer. Third Edition. 
Snpeivroyal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Familiar Natural History. 

With Forty*two Illustrations from Original Drawings by Harribon 
Weir. Super-royal 16mo, 38. 6d. cloth; 5«. coloured gilt edges. 

%* May be had in Two Volumes, 2«. each plain; 28. 6d. Coloured, 
Entitled " British Animals and Birds.*' *' Foreign Animals and Birds/' 

Playing at Settlers; 

Or, the Fagot House. Illustrated by Gilbert. Second Edition. 
Price 2«. 6d. cloth; 38. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Adventures in Australia; 

Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 
Second Edition. Illustrated by Prout. Fcap. 8vo., 8«. 6dL cloth; 4«. 
gilt edges. 

The African Wanderers ; 

Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 

Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 

the Natural Productions of the Country. Fourth Edition. With Eight 

Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 48. gilt edges. 

" For fiaacinating adventure, and rapid succession of incident, the volume is equal to any 
rdlation of travel we ever read."— ^/itonnui. 

ELEGANT CIFT FOR A LADY. 

Trees, Plants, and Flowers ; 

Their Beauties, Uses and Influences. By Mrs. E. Lee. With heau- 
tiful coloured Illustrations hy J. Andrews. Syo, price lOs. 6d., cloth 
elegant, gilt edges. 
"The volume is at once useful as a botanical work, and exquisite as the ornament of a 
boudoir table.**— JJntaunia. ** As fail of interest as of beauty."— ^r< Journal. . 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fanny and her Mamma ; 

Or, Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illustrated by J. Gilbert. Third 

Edition. 16mo, 28. 6d, cloth; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
"A little book in beautiful large clear t^rpe, to suit the capacity of in&nt readers, which 
we can with pleasure recommend." — Chrutian Lculie*' Magcueine, 

Short and Simple Prayers, 

For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. Sixth Edition. 
Square 16mo, l«. cloth. 

<* Well adapted to the capacities of children— beginning with the rimplest f<Mrma whicb 

' h those suited to its 

circumstances and 

I Guardian, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of yerT young 
Children. Twelfth Edition, with Twelye Engrayiogs. 2«. 6dL doth; 
38, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories. 

Sixth Edition. Twelye Illustrations. 28, 6(2. cloth, 3«. 6d, coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. 

With Sixteen Illustrations, by John Gilbert. Super-royall6mo.y 
price 28, 6d, cloth; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
Contents. — The History of Joseph — History of Moses— History of our 
Sayiour— The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately : 6d,eachf plain; Is, coloured. 




The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 



With Uncle Goodwin's account of it. By Jbffebts Taylor. 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. Fcap. 8yo, 3s, 6d, cloth. 



*' A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, feelings, and Intel- 
01 y 



ligence of young people." — Eaucatiotial Times. 



Good in Everything ; 



Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mrs. Barwrll, 

Author of *' Little Lesson^ for Little Learners,** etc. Second Edition. 

Illustrations by Gilbert. 28, 6d, cloth; 3«. 6 </., coloured, gilt edges. 

** The moral of this exqiiisite little tale will do more good than a thousand set tasks 

abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms."— J?etf*« Messenger. 
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Yonng; each Volume with an niastration 
by a well-known Artist. Price Is, cloth. 

1. THE ESKDALE HERD BOY. By Lady Stoddaet. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Charles and Mary Lamb. 

3. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OP 

NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of « Always Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jefperys Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

The above may be had Two Volumes bound in One, at Two Shillings cloth. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
Designed to assist and encourage Yonng Persons in forming habits of 
observation. By Mrs. Loudon. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. Ss, Qd, cloth. 

" We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of information , con- 
veyed in the most agreeable manner." — Literary Gazette, 

Tales of School Life. 

By Agnes Loudon. With Illustrations by John Absolon. Second 
Edition. Royal 16mo, 28, 6d, plain; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" These reminiscences of school days will be recognised as truthful pictures of every-day 
occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and therefore well suited to those ibr 
whose perusal it is intended." — AUietueum. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinbad; 

Or, the Yarns of an Old Mariner. By Mart Cowden Clarke, illus- 
trated by Geobge Cruikshank. Fcap. Svo, price Zs, 6d» cloth; 
4 s. gilt edges. 

\ 
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The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Story for a Young Child. By B. Berqeb. With IllustratiDns by 
John Absolon. Third Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 2«. 6d, 
cloth; d«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
*' A flweet little book for the nursery."— CArMton Times, 

Visits to Beechwood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Catherine M. A. Couper. Illustrations 
by Absolon. Small 4to, S«. 6d, plain; 4s. 6di coloured; gilt edges. 

Stories of Julian and his Playfellows. 

Written by His Mauha. With Four Illustrations by John Absolon. 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 2«. 6</., plain; Ss, 6d., coloured, gilt edges. 

The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 

A Tale of Wonder. Written and Illustrated by C. H. Bknnett 

Twenty-four Engravings, price 2«. cloth; 2«. 6d, cbloured. 

" Rich in the quaint humour and fancy that a man of genius knows how to spare for the 
enlivenment oi childrmi.'*— fjnomtn^. 

Maud Summers the Sightless : 

A Narrative for the Tonng. ninstrated by Absolon. 3«. 6d, cloth; 
48, 6i. coloured, gilt edges. 

London Cries and Public Edifices 

Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Luke Limner; with descrip- 
tive Letter- press. Square 12mo, 28. 6d, plain; 5«. coloured. 

The Silver Swan; 

A Fairy Tale. By Madame db Chatelain. Illustrated by John 
Leech. Small 4to, 2«. 6dl cloth; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Always Happy ; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. Nineteenth Edition, 
Illustrated by Anelat. Koyal 18mo, price 2s, cloth. 

Anecdotes of Kings, 

Selected from History; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children. With En- 
gravings. 28, 6d, plain; 3«. 6d. coloured. 

Bible Illustrations ; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially Explanatory of the Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. B. H. 
Draper. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Kevised by Dr. Kitto, 
Editor of " The Pictorial Bible," etc. 3v 6d, cloth. 



Trimmer's (Mi's.) Old Testament Lessons. 

"With 40 Kngravings. Is. 6d. cloth. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engravings, Is 6d, cloth. 

The Daisy, 

With Tbirtjr Wood- EngmTingf. Price 1#. cloth, (1#. 6</, coloured.) 

The Cowslip. 

With Thirty Eograyingi. \s, doth. (U. 6 J. coloured*) 

History of Prince Lee Boo. 

Price \s. cloth. 

Dissections for Young Children ; 

In a neat box. Price Zs. td, each. 

1. LlYES OF J06EFH AMD MO0E8. I 3. MOTHEft IIl'BBj^ED AVD DoO. 

2. History of Cue Satious. | 4. Life aed Death of Cock Bomv. 

A Word to the Wise; 

Or, Hints on the Corrent Improprietiei oi ExpreBiion in Writing and 
Speaking. By Faesy Gw ykke. 1 1th Thoufiand. 18mo. price td. 
sewed, or is, cloCh« gilt edges. 
" AM who wiA to nind tlMir jiV and ^t (boold eonsali Ibis UtOt rolanM.'«-^4M<bNia>i'« 



The Britbh History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient Onstoms, Sports, and Pa^imes of the 
Kni^ish. Embellished with Portraits ot the BoTcreigns of England in 
theur proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. Zs, 6d, clot£ 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, 8boft Tales in Short Words. B/ the author of ''AJwajs 
Bappr." New Edition. With Eight Engravings. Price 2«. 6<iL clo^ 
8a. 6iL eolonred, giU edges. 

Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

Bjr a MoTHES. With 12 Engravings. 2s. ^ plain; 9s, td, eolonrei. 

Cosmorama* 

The Manners, Customs^ and Costomes of all Nations of line World 
described. Br J. Aeful With muneroasniostrations. 3c.6d. plais; 
and 4t, Od. coloured. 

£a$y Lessons; 

Or, Leadii^«4^tiings to Knowledge. New Editioi^ with 8 Engrariiigs. 
2c (kC jdain; 2sL^ookHued,|^e(%es. 



Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. Bj a 
Mother, Author of ** Always Happy," etc Thirteenth Edition. With 
Sixty Illustrations. 23, 6d, cloth. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography o Kemarkablc 
Women. By a Mother. With Engravings, 3«.6dL plain; 48.6df. coloured. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nuhia. Fourteenth 
Edition, with six Engravings by Birk£T Foster. Price d«. doth. 

The Garden ; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings by 
Sowerbt. 3s, Qd, plain; or 6«. with the Flowers coloured. 

How to be Happy ; 

Or, Fairy Gifts, to which is added a Selection of Moral Allegories. 
With Steel Engravings. Price 3*. 6<f. cloth. 

Infantine Knowledge. 

A Spelling and Reading Book, on a Popular Plan. With numerous 
Engravings. Teoth Edition. 28. 6d, plain; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Ladder to Learning. 

A Collection of Fables, arranged progressively in words of One, Two, 
and Three Syllables. Edited by Mrs. Trimmer. With 79 Cuts. Nine- 
teenth Edition. 2s, 6d, cloth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwell. Tenth Edition, 
with numerous Illustrations. 28. 6c/. plain; 38. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Plates. 
Price 2s. 6r/. cloth. 

Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Boys and Girls. Fifteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 2s. Qd, cloth ; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Mine ; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours. By the late Rev. Isaac Taylor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerous additions by Mrs.LouDON. 45 Woodcuts 
and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s, 6d, cloth. 
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Khoda; 

Or, The Excellence of Charitj. Fouith Edition. With Illiistntions. 
16mo, 2a, doth. 

The Students; 

Or, Biographies of the Orecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 2m. 6d» doth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends. 

With 12 ninstrations. Second Edition. Ss, 64L plain; 4m. 64L coloored. 

Sunday Lessons for little Children. 

By Mbs. Ba&wsll. Fourth Edition. 28, 6d. plain; 3«« coloured. 

EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 
Khymes of Royalty. 

The History of England in Verse, from the Norman Conquest to the 
reign of Queen Victoria; with an Appendix, comprising a sumnuuy 
of the leading events in each rdgn. Fcap. Svo, 2m, 6 J. doth. 

True Stories from Ancient History, 

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. Thirteenth Edition. With 24 Sted Engravings. 12mOy 
58, doth. 

True Stories from Modem History, 

From the Death of Charlemagne to the present Time. Eighth 
Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo^ 5^. cloth. 

The Modem British Plutarch ; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent Histonr of our Country 
for thdr Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LIaD, 
Author of "A Manual of Ancient and Modern History," etc. ISmo, 
Second Thousand. 48, 6d, cloth; 5«. gilt edges. 
"A work which will be welcomed in any tirde of intelligent young penont.**—BriUth 
Quarterly Review, 

Harry Hawkins's H-^oo^; 

Shewing how he learned to aspirate his H's. Frontispiece by H. Wei • 

Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 6(/. 

*' No family or school-room within, or indeed beyond, the sonnd of Bow bells, sliould be 
without this merry manual.'* — Art Journal, 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, 

Kevised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. Milner. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
by Harvey. New Edition in One Volume. 5«. cloth. 
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Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 

On an improved plan. By the Rev. B. H. Daapeb. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth £dition. 12mo, 58, cloth. 

Pictorial Geography. 

For the nse of Children. Presenting at one view BlnBtrations of the 
various Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas of their meaning. On a Large Sheet. Price 2«. 6d, in tints; 
5s. on Hollers, varnished. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests; 

Or, The Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted for Examination 
Purposes, but also suited for general use in Schools. By T. S. Catzbb, 
Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Fourth Edition, 
revised and stereotyped. Price 1«. 6d, cloth. 

\* Answers to the above, Is, 6d, cloth. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; 

On the same plan. Second Edition. 8vo., price 3^. 6d, cloth. 
Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 2s, 6c/. cloth. 

Ganltier's Familiar Geography. 

With a concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and two coloured 
Maps, illustrative of tlie principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth 
Edition. 16mo, 3s, cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key ; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set of Coloured 
Outline Maps; designed for the Use of Young Persons. By the late 
William Butlbr. Enlarged by the author's son, J. 0. Butleb. 
Thirty-fourth Edition, revised. 4s, 

Every-Day Things ; 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances in common use. Second Edition, 18mo, 1«. 6</. 
cloth. 

'* A little encyclopedia of lueftU knowledge, deserving a place in every Juvenile libnury.** 
'-Evangelical Magazine, 
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Rowbothara's New and Easy Method of Learning 

the ERENCH GENDERS. New Edition. 6(f. 

Bellenger's French Word and Phrase-book. 

Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use of Begin- 
ners. New Edition, Is, sowed. 
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MARIN DE LA VOYE'S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 

Les Jeunes Narrateurs ; 

Oil Petits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult words and 
phrases. Frontispiece. Second Edition. 18nio, 2s, cloth. 
" Written in pure and eisj French." — Morning Past. 

The Pictorial French Grammar ; 

For the Use of Children. With Eighty Illustrations. Rojal 16mo., 
price I «. sewed; l«. 6(f. cloth. 



Le Babillard. 

An Amusing Introduction to the French Language. By a French 
Lady. Seventh Edition. With 16 Illustrations. 2s. cloth. 

Der Schwatzer; 

Or, the Prattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language, 
on the Plan of '^Le Babillard.** 16 Illustrations. 16mo, price 2s* 
cloth. 

Battle Fields. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation of th« principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Wauthier, Geographer. On a large sheet 3«. 6(/.; or on a roller, 
and varnished, 7s. 6d, 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. 
By A. T. White. Oblong 8vo, price Is., sewed. 

The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 

Young Teacher. By Hugo Rkid, author of •* Elements of Astronomy,** 

etc. Fourth Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, 1*. sewed. 

" One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we have met with." 
•^Educational Timet, 

The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Ladt Fbnk, under the assumed name of Mrs. LoTechild. 
Fiftieth Edition. 18mo, %d. cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Price Qd., or \s. Illuminated 
cover, gilt edges. 
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32 WORKS PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 

DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHItLINC EACH. 



1 Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

2 Cinderella. • 

3 Cock Kobin. 

4 Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

5 Dame Trot and her Cat. 

6 History of an Apple Pie. 

7 House that Jack built. 



8 Little Rhymes for Little Folks. 

9 Mother Hubbard. 

10 Monkey's Frolic. 

1 1 Old Woman and her Pig. 

12 Puss in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of 

Birds. 



BY THOMAS DARNELL. 

PARSING SIMPLIFIED: An Introduction and Companion to all 
Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules (with Parsing 
Lessons to each) whereby young Students may, in a short time, be 
gradually led through a knowledge of the several Elementary Parts 
of Speech to a thorough comprehension of the grammatical con- 
struction of the most complex sentences of our ordinary Authors, 
either in Prose or Poetry, by Thomas Darnell. Price Is. cloth. 

" Sound in principle, singularly felicitous in example and illustration, and though brief, 
thorouprhly exhaustive of the subject. The boj who will not learn to parse on Mr. 
Darnell's plan is not likely to do so on any other. — Morning Pott. 



CEORCE DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is invited to 
these Works, now in extensive use throughout the Kingdom, prepared by 
Mr. George Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years' experience. 

1. COPY BOOKS. — A SHORT and certain road to a Good Hand- 

writing, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbei-s, to which are added Three Supplementary 

Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and One of Ornamental Hands. 

Price 3d. each. 

*«* This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble covers, 4d. each. 

*• For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I have 
noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been used."— ReDort of Mr. Mttye 
{National Society** Organizer ofScftoois) to Vie IVorcetter Diocttcm Board of Education, 

2. GRAMMAR, made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Cliildren, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

*«* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. READING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 

WfRTHElUERt I'BA AM> CCi CIliCHS FLACE, FIK8BURT CIKCUS. 
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